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AN APOLOGY. 

APAEMER who has work'd his day, 
And finds his lease nigh worn away, 
Himself grown feeble, bent, and gray. 

Surveys around. 
His best was gamer'd long ago ; 
— He does not say for good or no — 
Of refuse still an ugly strow 

Litters the ground : 
The spoil of interrupted work. 
The sport of cost or labour-shirk ; 
Maybe, the wanton waste of irk 

Is scattered there : 
A half-used rick, a nook uncropp^d, 
A hollow pollard, fellM and lopp'd, 
A broken fence ungainly stopped ; 

Disordered gear, — 



AN APOLOGY. 

Ploughs^ harrows^ harness^ thrown about 
Ab lumber^ though not half worn out ; 
Types of fair purpose to be wrought. 

Left fashionless. 
All be they worthless, yet will I, 
A careful man, who soon must die. 
Just rake things up and lay them by 

For tidiness ; 
That men may say, when I am gone. 
He was an easy man, but one 
That laboured till his work was done. 

Who soVd good seed. 
Then waited for a freshening shower. 
Expecting to redeem the hour : 
And thus he learned to love a flower. 

To hate a weed. 
So these — flowers, weeds, or what you will- 
He brings in love for her, who still 
Hath stayed by him through well and iU, 

In his farm-cot. 
Oh ! might he liope her to retrieve 
In that fuU love, which we believe 
No eye can see, no heart conceive ! 

But he dares not. 
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FIRST PERIOD. 

TO A LITTLE TROUT. 

HAH ! there I have thee— nay, 
A puny youngster, pert in littleness ! 
In thy brief hour, thou iU hast leamM the way 
Of this false world^s address. 

It seemed thy young eye saw 
For thy keen stomach a delicious treat ; 
From lowly angler to the proud bashaw, 

Know, man is all deceit I 

Thy silver blushing side. 
All crimson-studded, looks so soft and slim. 
The vainest dame that swells in Fashion^s pride 

Might envy thee thy trim ! 



TO A LITTLE TROUT. 

I will not kill thee : no I 
It wore a wanton deed ; but I will fain 
UoHtoro thee to thy home, to live and grow 

Till I oome back again. 

Strong fix)m the Winter's flood. 
The Spring shall see thee watch the wet-wing'd By 
And froah-enliven'd spawn, in tyrant mood : 

Kor strength is tyranny ! 

Nor blame I thee for this, 
'Tin writ in Nature's code, and all obey ; 
Yoi| MliouUVst thou snatch my fly for thy caprice, 

I'll kill thoo in that day. 

Them, stripling, go thy way. 
And hidn thy head in yonder weedy deep. 
And, wlion again Uiy stomach bids thee prey, 

*• Look well boforo you leap.** 



LUCY, OR THE VICTIM. 

A BALLAD. 

THE moon was dancing on the wave 
Just rippled by the breeze ; 
The birds were hushed in sweet repose. 

The beasts lay stretched at ease : 
But Lucy^s soul was rack'd with care. 
Nor sweet repose nor ease was there. 

The hind at home was counting o'er 

The labours of the day ; 
The village-maids had met to dance 

To rustic roundelay ; 
But Lucy left her father's door, 
To see nor home nor father more. 

'Twas not to meet a lover bright. 

Or for his absence sigh ; 
'Twas not to roam beneath the night 

In maiden company : 
Her love, alas I was tum'd to hate. 
And maidens scom'd her fallen state. 



LUCY, OB THE VICTIM. 

Th^r^ wiM a cliff overhung ihe lakc^ 
WUiife many a village-maid 

Wa# wont to catch the morning breeze^ 
AH irrapt in ruaset-plaid : 

Ho living toand was heard there now^ 

Kara the dull frog that croak'd below. 



And there did Lucy hie that nighty 
And there the aat and sigh'd^ 

To think heraolf a ruined maid 
Who was HO late a bride : 

And then she join'd the plaints below^ 

Jn anger much, but more in woe. 

'' Why did I loam the coin to ring, 
And mark its silver sound f 

Why did I loam each poisonous thing 
That grows the garden round f 

Ala«, what boots such silly care, 

When man is false, yet seems so fair ! 



" Was it for this I gave my heart. 
And scorned the world beside ? 



LUCY, OR THE VICTIM. 

Was it for this my father bless^d^ 

My mother sorely cried ? 
How then I loved, how now I loathe 
Those liar lips that pledged me troth ! 

'^ I feel a pang that bids me blush 

To hear a mother's name ; 
Alas, poor innocent ! and why 

Art thon fore-doom'd to shame ? 
When men shall mock thee for thy sire. 
How thy young cheek will bum for ire ! 

'^ I know that in thy angriest mood 

Thou wilt not rail at me : 
I know thou wilt not, though the thought 

To me is agony. 
The rites of Heaven I swear were done, 
So Heaven shall take thee for its son/' 

She spake, and hurried to the brink 

AU madding with despair, 
Pour'd forth one wild, desponding shriek. 

Which seem'd to wound the air : 
Then blindly from the height she rush'd ; 
— A splash ! — a groan ! — arid all was hush'd. 

c 
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MONODY 



TO A PORTUGAL ONION. 



WHEN man's unworthiness provoked God's ire 
To curse the goodly soil^ thou didst arise^ 
In native ugliness with weed and brier : 
Or if thou hadst a place in paradise^ 
Thou wast accurst above each plant and tree, — 
The serpent of thy kind ; and man was cursed in thee. 

There was a time, we read, when unclean sprites 
Would enter bodies, and torment them sore ; 

But now, methought they spared poor luckless wights, 
And dared to range this upper world no more. 

Ah me I I find in sooth the Arch-enemy, 

Invegetate on earth, lurks sweltering still in thee. 

Infernal bulb I I feel thee at my soul. 

And, like the Sibyl, fain would shake thee out : 

Like her I fume impatient of controul. 

But still thou stickest instant at my throat : 



J 



MONODY. 11 

Till all afflate— '' A fiend ! a fiend ! '' I cry, 

'' Hence, hence, ye pure ; nor tempt the foul divinity ! 



V 



I joy thou wast no growth of British land. 
But reared beneath' a base usurper's sway. 

On abject soil and pluckM by slavish hand : 

Thence on some smuggler raft thou sneak'dst away, 

Launched in the dark, and rigged with coward crime, 

Swoll'n with unwholesome wind to taint our goodly 
clime. 

Lusitania ! burst the tyrant's chain. 

Once more among free nations hold thy head. 

If thy sons dare, they will not dare in vain ; 

'Twere gain to lay them with the honoured dead. 

Then with thine onions smother Miguel's court. 

But toast thy patriot Queen in cups of generous Port. 

Feb. 12, 1832. 
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A HEALTH TO THE PATRIOT QUEENS OF 

THE WEST. 

\ T ^HILE the Turk and the Russ, and the Pole 
^ ^ and the Hun^ 

Curse the tyrannous darkness that lowers oW the 
East^ 
Let Britons^ disporting in Liberty^s sun 

Give a health to the patriot Queens of the West. 

We have seen how the schemes of the wicked Miguel 
Were foiled by the arm of our gallant Napier ; 

Till the shores of the Tagus and Ocean's proud swell 
Echo'd Viva la Libertady viva Ma/ria. 

Hark^ hear ye the war-note of treasonous rage 
Which Tyranny howls o'er Asturia's plains ? 

But soon it shall sound but in History's page^ 
For Liberty sings — Isabella for Spain ! 



A HEALTH TO THE PATEIOT QUEENS. 13 

In Britain, the home of the wise and the free, 
Not a murmur is heard, not a sad face is seen ; 

But England and Scotland and Ireland — ^all three 
Sing — Hail to Victoria ! Grod save the Queen ! 

Then, ye daughters of Portugal, Britain, and Spain, 
Welcome Freedom to nestle in every soft breast ; 

While their brave sons, in loyal and chivalrous strain. 
Give a health to the patriot Queens of the West. 



1832. 



It hardly requires to be noted that the fourth stanza of 
the above song was added at a later date. 
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GIPSY MOTHER^S SONG. 



" I "HE love of a lad is an ever-bright flower : 

-*• Hear ye the pheasant-cock crowing so gay ? 
But the love of a maiden it droops in an hour : 
And a fox caught the hen on her nest as she lay. 

A lad if he tumbles may laugh and may crack : 
Hear ye the pheasant-cock crowing so gay ? 

But woe to the maiden that falls on her back : 
And a fox caught the hen on her nest as she lay. 

The lad that betrays is a lad as before : 

Hear ye the pheasant^cock crowing so gay ? 

But a maiden betrayed is a maiden no more : 

And a fox caught the hen on her nest as she lay. 

Though a lad may be true, yet how light is his care : 
Hear ye the pheasant-cock crowing so gay ? 

But how heavy the load that his true-love must bear : 
And a fox caught the hen on her nest as she lay. 
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AMOR RUSTICUS. 

I j^LORET amor pueri, plenos et dnrat in annos ; 
•*• Audine ? gallus iste cantat improbus : 
Floret amor, languet sed in ipso flore, pueIl8B; 
A Yulpe rapta est incubans gallinula. 

liapsns amore puer ridet tamen atque superbit ; 

Aadine ? gallus iste cantat improbus : 
IJapsa puella eheu ! dolet insolabiUs excors ; 

A yulpe rapta est incubans gallinula. 

Sit ne puer mendax et proditor ? at puer idem ; 

.Audine ? gallus iste cantat improbus : 
Prodita sed virgo, virgo non ampliiis ilia est ; 

A yulpe rapta est incubans gallinula. 

Sit ne puer yerax ? curis non angitur ullis ; 

Audine ? gallus iste cantat improbus : 
Fida tamen quantis yexata doloribus uxor ! 

A yulpe rapta est incubans gallinula : 



]e, GIPSY MOTHER'S SONG. 

Then lot lada^ as of old^ flatter^ promise, and lie : 
Hoar yo the pheasant-cook crowing so gay f 

Bat do yon, pretty maidens, be modest and shy : 
For a fox caught the hen on her nest as she lay. 






AMOB BUSTIOUS. 17 

!Esto igitur — ^fingant pueri laudentque petantque ; 

Audine ? gallus iste cantat improbus ; 
Ne tamen, o Iaatd9^ temere auscultate^ puellas ; 

A vulpe rapta est incubans gallinula. 



I) 
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THE GIPSY GIRLS' SONG. 

I. 

TnilEE damsels came over the meadow so gay — 
Merrily ! merrily ! 
To hoar of their true-loves, — who would keep away. 
Merrily ! merrily 1 

II. 
First a maid in her teens came all tripping and smarts 

Pit-a-pat 1 pit-a-pat ! 
Is ho handsome, good mother ? 0, think of my heart : 

Pit-a-pat ! pit-a-pat ! 

III. 
The next was of twenty, in satin and lace — 

Fal-lal-lahl fal-lal-lah! 
Is ho rich, my good woman ? a fig for his face : 

Fal-lal-lah ! fal-lal-lah ! 

IV. 

Next a maiden of thirty, all haggard with care — 

Heigh-ho I heigh-ho 1 
Where is he, dear mother ? do tell me but where : 

Heigh-ho 1 heigh-ho ! 
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''QU^SITUM ORACULA/' 

'T^RES quondam ad vetulam Nymphee ventre 
•*■ Sibyllam, 

Si de venturo quid daret ilia viro. 
Prima puella decem quae vix compleverat amios — 

" An mihi formosus^ die, — mihi puleher erit ?'' 
Proxima jam matura, peplo nitidissima et auro — 

'^ mihi sit dives ! die, mihi dives erit ?'' 
Ultima ter denos virgo suspensa per annos — 

" Die ubi sit, mater — tu mod6 die ubi sif 
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DAMON AND AMARYLLIS. 

A 8 all fresh-bathed beside a fountain^ 
The loyelj Amaryllis lay, 
Betoming homeward from the mountain 
Yomig Damon chanced to pass that way. 

Her loosen'd zone and flowing tresses^ 
Her snowy breast and melting eye 

Had won a saint to her caresses ; 
But Damon passed unheeding by. 

'' Then dost thou scom^ presumptuous stranger ! 

Or art in musing lost V* she cried : 
" For what thou hast, secure of danger. 

Full many a youth would fain have died. 

" Nought but the light air flows between U3, 
Our hearts as fresh, our wills as free : 

Though haply I resemble Venus, 
Adonis sure thou wouldst not be.^^ 



W^Kmm^Bmmm^^r^mmt^mmi^mm'mw^^W 
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DAMON ET AMARYLLIS. 

FLUMINIS in rip&^ jactans AmarjUis^ nt aiant/ 
Delicias toto corpore, fasa jacet. 
Forts domnm rediens Damon de monte, per ipsam^ 
Qosl jacet hsdc^ juvenis preterit ille Tiam. 

Zona soluta flnit ; passi sine more capiUi ; 

Nix tumet in mamm& ; in Inmine langnet amor : 
Talia viz frigens pottdsset ferre sacerdos^ 

Qasd tulit hie Damon firigidior monacho. 

^^ Mene videa^ andax^ necnon ardere recnsas ? 

An mala qusD sensua abstulit aura luos ? 
Tn quod tutus habes^ juvenis me plurimus urget^ 

Tale sibi vitd qui bend credat emi 

" Non erimus juncti, quos nil nisi dividit aura ? 

Queis membra atque animi^ sicut et aura^ vigent ? 
Sum formosa^ esto, CypriaBque simillima Div89 : 

Tune mihi Veneri puUus Adonis eris ! " 



2t! DAMON AND AMARYLLIS. 

Hut Damon, — " Where yon walch-dog barking 
HiiIn farowoll to the setting sun ; 

Thoro sits my wedded mistress marking 
With two blent babes their sire's return. 

" Whim in her arms at eve she clasps me. 

And bogs my story of the day ; 
WboD each sweet child contending grasps mc 

To boar my tale— -What must I say f 



'' When on my lips at night she traces 
The kiss with which she wonts to woo^ 

And fools mo cold to her embraces^ 
And courts mo still — What must I do 1 

" Then if my guilt she should discover, 
And find mo false who was so true^ 

Though she forgave, — yet how to cover 
My own unworthiness ! — Adieu !'' 



DAMON ET AMARYLLIS. 23 

'^ Desine^ nympha^ dolos : audis qua triste cadenti 

lUe vale Soli latrat in sede cam's ; 
Hac sedet invigilans conjux^ binique puelli 

Expectant redncem^ par mihi dulce^ patrem. 

" Vespere quid dicam^ cAm me roget ilia peracta 
Singula per totem commemorare diem ? 

Ad genua intered certatim brachia nectens 
Pendet uterque meo suavis ab ore puer. 

'' JS^octe meis quando ilia labris premat oscula^ 
amorum 

Primitias dulces quas mihi ferre solet ; 
Meque subardentem^ necnon sua dona negantem^ 

Cum foveat toto corpore, quid faciam ? 

'^ Quod si mendacem me sentiat^ atque dolosum 
If overit, egregie qui modo fidus eram ? 

HsBC licet ignoscat, mihi qua tamen arte probabor 
Dignus ego tali conjuge ? Nympha, vale !'' 
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PUELLA BT AGNULA. 

AFTSB W0BD8W0BTH. 

R08 in herb& jam madebat^ jam micabat Hesperus ; 
Vox meas pervenit aures : — " Bibe, yennsta; 
bibe^ mea ! " 
Afit ego trana septa lustrans ad scatentem rivulmn 
Agnnlam vidi tenellam oum teneM virgine. 

Noscio quo in monte fasim grex vagaretur procal -, 

Sola cum sol& manebat haac retenta fascid : 

Cui genu puella curvo nixa molli in cespite 

Jam dabat lympham cibumqne^ quad solebat yespere. 

mihi puella dulois ! tuque dulcis agnula ! 
Hssc et ilia qu4m deoore qu&m modestift pares ! 
At Bcypho puella sicco, ciim rediret ad domum^ 
Yix decern jam nunc peractis passibus sistit pedem. 

" Ergo, quid tibi molesti ? cur reluctaris, mea ? 
Non tibi satis superque f non dapes et lectulus ? 
Herba floret in cubili mollis ut nusquam magis : 
Sis quieta, mea yenusta : quid tibi yenit mali ? 



PUELLA ET AGNULA. 25 

'^ Est ne quid quod nunc haberes ? immemor tu^ quo 

die 
To meus auscepit aaprft in caute desertam pater ! 
In jugis oves ubique : tot tamen de matribus 
Ne quidem subvenit una, quaa tibi daret ubera. 

'^ Almus ille fovit ulnis, teque detulit domum : 
Sorte tu cur tarn beata nunc repugnas insolens ? 
Est tibi nutrix fidelis ; ipsa quad mater tulit 
Montibus connixa in altis non foret benignior. 

'' Sole mens nitet recenti, floribus rubet novis ; 
Ast ibi nox atra terret ; ast ibi venti fremunt : 
Rivulique, qui susurrant sicuti ludo ac joco, 
SsBviunt quandoque, tigres ut ferunt famelicas. 

'^ Nil opus qu6d hie rapacem pertimescas milvium ; 
Iste nostram, qudm sit audax, cautior spectat casam. 
Ergo tu noctes diesque tuta, qua nil tutius, 
Sis quieta, sis beata : nil tibi veniet mali/^ 



E 
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SONNETS. 



I. 



MY Soul ! why art thou instant still to pry 
Within the folded page of Nature's book. 

And through thy being's mystery to look ? 
When thou hast little leam'd — what then ? — I die : 
And bursting from this earthy grub^ a fly 

Of purer essence^ thou shalt flit away ; 

And lose thy hazy landscape of a day 
In the bright morning of Eternity. 
And where will be thy learning at that hour ? 

Thou wilt regard it^ as the gamester cares 
To count past chances when the stake is won : 
Nature shall stand within thy sense's power^ 

And the dull clown^ who here no learning shares^ 
Shall 'herit knowledge ample as thine own. 



1832. 
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II. 



MY soul ! that, pent within thy cage of clay. 
Like captive linnet pour'st thy note of woe. 

Bewailing ills which thou didst never know. 
And dreaming joy that haply never may 
Await thy destiny in future day ; 

What, shouldst thou break thy prison here below ? 

Doth welcome wait thee whither thou would'st go ? 
And hast thou learned to walk the novel way ? 
The captive linnet, that was wont to pick 

His daily pittance from the gentlest hand 
That ever gave in love, at length grew sick 

Of his dull cage, and ^scaped to roam the land ; 
Shiftless, without a friend, he wandered there. 
And died disconsolate. — ^My soul, beware ! 
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III. 



HOW lovely are those forms of hearenly hue 
That flit before our fancj^ planting there 
A living sense of the sweet things that are ; 
Though we may never taste the sweets we view ! 
Beauty^ and love, and wit — the spirit's dew. 
And poesy — ^the music of the mind, 
And luxury with innocence combined, 
How many know and covet, prove how few ! 
Ah me 1 that I was bom of lowly grade. 

With such high thoughts and elegant desires 
As well might follow in fair Fortune's train ! 
Fain could I learn to handle axe and spade ; 
But that my bosom teems with stifled fires. 
And yearns to breathe them forth — ^and yearns in vain. 
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IV. 



TV yr Y Boul ! I wot thou art an untoward sprite ! 
±Vx These other 'purtenants of flesh and bone. 

These arms, hands, fingers, to my will anon 
Hither and thither move, and move aright. 
Thee, 'scaping Proteus-like, nor skill nor might 

Avail to bind and manage for my own ; 

As poets sing of the cameleon. 
Whose false-reflected hues belie the sight. 
So thou art ever fickle, fleeting, false ; 

Oh, could I fix thee when with mien severe 
I listen while the voice of Heaven calls ; 

But thou art gadding, think, I dare not, where : 
And when I strain my features to be gay. 
Then thou art sad, bewailing one away. 
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V. 



OEE how the gladsome Day goes dancing on, 
^ His crown of light and mantle all of flowers. 

And with him leads along the rosy Hours, 
And bids ns revel till his race is run I 
He's past : his gentle sister Night anon 

Steals o'er the scene, silently, tranquilly : 

Hush'd one by one the busy revellers lie. 
Wrapt in soft sleep and sweet oblivion. 

Me gladsome day, nor e'en the tranquil night 
Benovates, breathing unrequited love ; 
And yet not unrequited, but unknown : 

For buried in my bosom from the light 

I needs must hide what I would most above : 
And thus I pour my soul, unheard, alone. 



1833. 



31 



VI. 

To MlALMA. 

"1 T /"HAT is the stake 1 — for life is but a race. 
^ ^ Time was, that I would wind my merry horn. 

And wake to deeds of sport the drowsy morn. 
And cheer my lagging comrades to the chase : 
Then, when the day had veiFd his jocund face. 

Would revel with luxurious company. 

Amid the appliances of thoughtless glee. 
Music and mirth, man's wit, and woman's grace. 
Now nor the chase, nor e'en the festive board, 

Nor mirth, nor music, wakes me from this dream — 
This dream of love that in my heart I hoard. 

For thou, Mialma ! thou hast taught me deem 
Of little worth the whole world's company. 
To silent solitary thought of thee. 
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VII. 

To MlALMA. 

WHILE the bright Lord of Day rides vaulting 
high. 

In every glist'ning flower and modest blade. 
Along each hill and dale and grove and glade^ 

I view some beauty that is thine, and sigh. 

And when Night's sable mantle shrouds the sky. 
And every beauteous thing is wrapt in shade. 
Then, lest the memory of my love should fade. 

Thy own bright image floats before mine eye. 

Come, gentle Sleep ! come, sweet Oblivion ! 
Ah me I what gentleness in dream of pain ? 

Ah me ! what sweetness when the sense is gone ? 
But should delusive slumber mock my brain, 

I hear thee, see thee, feel thee — ^all for me. 

And wake— alas ! to tenfold misery ! 
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VIII. 

OPENT are four summers, since I sought and found 
*^ A stranger's welcome in her father's hall : 

There first I saw Mialma ! when I call 
The vision back, I stand as one spell-bound. 
In myrtle habit she was mantled round. 

So simply sad, herself so grave and wan, 

Methought her heart was wrung with secret pain : 
I long'd to pity, though I saw no wound. 

But when she led me to explore the scene. 
And pointing spake, '' The flag of liberty 
On yonder hiU a patriot once unfurl'd -/' 

And when she sang, no tender plaint, at e'en. 
But gravest thoughts to wildest melody. 
Awe seized my soul, and forth soft pity hurl'd. 
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IX. 



BY stalls she led me too — the manlike maid : 
Where many a steed was stamping to be loose : 
But one was there which seemed to mark her yoice. 
And when she called his name he turned and neigVd. 
And then upon his neck her hand she laid, 
And spake all fondly, tiU his leering eye 
And wrinkled nose proclaimed his ecstasy. 
Then was I fain my maker to upbraid. 
That I was not a horse, and loved as he. 

But when came bounding from his lair of straw 
A huge-limb'd watch-dog, and about her wound. 
And Hck'd her hand in jealous agony. 

And for her welcome stretched his shaggy paw. 
Ah, me ! I rued I was not bom a hound. 
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X. 



HEB cheeks and forehead were of paly hue. 
Like the wild honeysuckle : and adown 
A stream of ringlets poured their glossy brown: 
And her clear eyes, like bright flowers dimmed with dew. 
Reposed in melancholy : whence I drew 
Delicate thought ; as gazing at the moon. 
Her lustre veiled before the garish noon. 
We own more passing beauty than we view. 
At first I did not deem her beautiful ; 
But on the tablet of my heart there grew 
A form of loveliness, that haunted me 

In my lone hours, nor e'en would sleep annul : 
I thought it was a form I never knew ; 
But when I saw her next I found 'twas she I 
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XI. 

To MlALHA. 

OTHOU, whose friendahip is a flower for me 
Wherewith to renovate my faded wreath. 
How my sick spirit thrives upon thy breath ! 
Like home-bound vessel on a waveless sea. 
When freshening gale just points the port to lee : 
Thy breath all redolent of heavenly wit I 
Straight from thy heart to mine it wafbs each fit 
Of mirth or melancholy, grief or glee. 
And when necessity forbids my stay, 
Which way the tyrant beckons, forth I stray : 
But thou, Mialma 1 thou art with me still : 

Still in mine eyes thy beaming features play ; 
Still in mine ears thy silver accents thrill : 
Oh I am I still with thee f Kind echo ! answer — still. 
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XII. 

A MlALMA. 

/^ TU, che vai per qnesto mondo folto 

^-^ I miei affetti teco strascinando^ 
Sicche sto nel pensier ti seguitando^ 

Quasi tutt' altro ben ne fosse tolto : 

Kon so se sano io son^ od io son stolto. 
Ma ben l«.so — che, sempre a ti pensando^ 
Siccome veramente vagheggiando 

Odo la voce tua, e vedo il volto. 

Che dunque cerco piii ? la voce udire — 
Guardare di Mialma il dolce rise ! — 
Che pur bramar di pii potrebbe un Die ? 
Povero mi ! che Dio non son fatto io ; 

Ver, — son da ciel quella voce e quel vise ; 

Ma di terra io — ed anche il mio desire. 

April, 1837. 
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XIII. 

T N a fair garden once a myrtle grew, 

^ Which from a tender sprig was trained and nnrsed 
By an old man, who sheltered that the first 
Of all his nurselings when the cold winds blew. 
Hard by a graceless ivy rooted too ; 

And np the myrtle dared to creep anon : 

But, when the old man came, he plucked it down. 
And to the earth its shattered tendrils threw. 
Long time it lay and sorrowed in the dust ; 

But its young shoots still sprouted green and strong, 
Till the old man waz'd feeble o^er his trust. 

And never came as wont the winter long. 

^was then the ivy stretched a mantling arm. 

And clasped that myrtle round, and sheltered it from 
harm. 
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XIV. 

THE year, which, when our troth was plighted fast. 
Was future yet, and like our happiness. 
Lived but in hope, — that year overcome by this 

Is link'd to Time and numbered with the past. 

Oh, ^Low it lingered idly ! till at last 
The gay Spring smiled upon our hallow'd kiss. 
And hailed with leaves and flowers our early bliss : 

Alas ! those flowers are dead 1 those leaves are cast ! 
But wherefore mourn we for the bygone year ? 

Our love grew with it ; yet not so with it 

Withered and drooped : but ever strong doth sit 
Within our hearts, and find fresh nurture there. 
So shall it thrive while still the years roll o'er^ 
Till in the wreck of Death we note the years no more. 

January Ist, 1838. 



40 



XV. 



WHILE we were talking o'er the freaks of fate. 
And joy'd ourselves — ^as well, methinks, we 
may — 

On onr fair fortune, thou didst sigh and say 
Thy day of happiness was come too late. 
So when the sun has burst his eastern gate. 

Pouring bright promise of the coming day. 

Some lingering cloud just lags across his way. 
Soon doomed to shrink before his sovran state. 

Then backward Hing those envious doubts and fears 
Which, loth to jdeld before thy dawn of bliss. 
Would mar the fulness of thy happiness : 

The fiiir horizon of our future years 
Gives hope of many a smile and many a kiss, 

To smooth the channels of forgotten tears. 

February 12th, 1838. 
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XVI. 

WELCOME again the well-remembered day ! 
Of all the high days of our calendar, 
Be this distinguished with the brighest star 
Which cuts in twain the merry month of May. 
How eagerly I watched the morning ray 

Chase the dark gloom of night and twilight dim ! 
How gaily did I don my wedding-trim ! 
How lightly did I wend the churchward way ; 
But when the reverend man had closed the rite. 
And we had ta'en his blessing and were one. 
As back I led thee from the altar-stone. 

With what fond agonies my heart then strove ! 
How it strives still that thou may^st know, I write 
This little token of unfaded love. 

May 16th, 1839. 
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XVII. 

A GODSKKP. 

\ 1 7ITIIIN our new and hallowed home^ 
^ ^ Upon the walls of virgin white 

Appeared a bluBh of rosy lights 
From Ileavon straight it seemed to come. 

It stole at onoo upon my sights 

Like the first ohit of budding flower^ 
Or foroglimpse of the dawning hour — 

KMcnpcd from wintori or from night. 

Thou— ohild of love and purity I 

Though I had grovelled on the earthy 
Vain^ solfishi godlessi from my birth^ 

Mcthought I saw my Ood through thee. 

And now thoU| like the woman^s leaven^ 

My heart's slack lump hast throughly wrought ; 
The paraclete of holy thought, 

A very arrhabon of Heaven. 



43 



XVIII. 
To MY Child. 

BLEST be the memory of that hour so dread. 
Which, springing from the lowest depth of 
night. 
Led up the van of time towards the light — 
The first, my child, that dawned upon thy head ! 
That night-watch had I paced with hurried tread, 
Helpless, and hopeless — save of Heaven's firee grace ; 
Thou camest, — and in thine insignificant face 
Was writ a tale which I alone could read. 
Star of my hope I that in thy father's heart 
Hast kindled a new flame of purest love. 
Oh, may it warm him to new deeds of good : 
To cherish her who owns thy better part. 
To fill thy yearning soul with heavenly food. 
And safely guide thee to the rest above. 
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BIS ORBATUS. 

MORS vooat. En 1 Iteriim charissima — parce ! 
■opulta ost 1 
Quo in tutnulo genetrixi nnioa nata jacet. 
Uno ambcD vultUi paribus virtatibus amb® : 

Qui priillB banc oox\juz, banc flet amatque pater. 
Quid faoiot f jam Ingot inops, velut exnl : at ibit 
Sorior 8D tor nam leotus et ipse domum. 

Linton. Novombor, 1839. 
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[This was written on the blank leaf of a copy of my " Three 
Poems " sent to Wordsworth the Poet Laureate.] 

THE multitude, by worldly precept taught. 
Still grope for gold, and spend their wits and 
toil 
In emulation, who shall sift the soil : 
Give us but gold, they say, and all is bought. 
The few who dare to soar in holy thought, 
(Unless it be for duty or for gain) 
Are like rare leaves that float above the plain. 
Heavenward, by the capricious whirlwind caught. 

For me — since I have broken from^ the crowd 
To join the few who haunt the hallowed ways 
Of poesy, — albeit mere's leave for all ; 

I scarce could hold me blameless, till I bow'd 
Before the chief who wears the orown of bays. 
And brought my tribute, though it be so small. 
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TIIK SAILOR'S WIFE; OR, THE 

PRESSGANG. 

A BALLAD OF 1840. 

IN TWO PARTS. 
I. 

AS down the craggy cliff I strayed 
Alone at dawn of day, 
I ipiod what teemM a woman's form 
Disporting in the spray. 

She tossed and tumbled to and fro. 

Nor heeded wave nor wind ; 
And, as she swam, her long loose hair 

It floated far behind. 

But, soon emerging from the deep. 
Three times she gazed around ; 

Then 'cross the pebbly beach she tripp'd. 
Her feet scarce touched the ground. 
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Hard by, a rock overhung the shore. 

Where she secure might Ke, 
All sheltered from the intrusive sun. 

Or man^s unhalloVd eye. 

Thither she sped, and o^er her limbs 

The decent mantle threw. 
Then quickly dight, all smart and tight. 

She rose again to view. 

And fondly gazing o^er the deep. 

She woo^d the willing gale. 
And wrung the salt-drops from her hair. 

And told her mournful tale : 

" Ye waves that broke upon my breast 

And wrapped me in your spray. 
Oh, could ye reach the soul within. 

And wash its grief away ! 

" Te gales that shoreward blow so cool, 

And dry my streaming hair. 
Oh, could ye fan my fevered heart. 

And cool the stream that's there ! 



i< THE SAILOR'S WIFE; 

*' Whilom a maidon I wm wont 
To dttDCM), and lingi and play, 

A ttd knavr no care, but how to laogh 
Tho gladsome hours away. 

** VVIuit though the longing of firat Ioto 
Might chock my mirth awhile, 

l^ostM)«sion oamo, and to my lips 
Again gavo back their smile. 

^' Oh| then I pluckM the goodliest flower 
That in life's garden grows ) 

Ah me I that flower, which bads so sweet. 
Should wither ore it blows I 

" What 'tis to love, and to be loved 

In wedlock's purity, 
The loved and loving only know, 

And such, alas 1 wore we. 

'* Though we were poor, we yet were free, 

And lived in decent pride, 
Until a savage pressgang came. 

And tore him from my side. 
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'' And now upon the wide, wide sea. 

They bear him from my love. 
Man ! if thy laws allow the deed. 

Are there no laws above ? 

" The noblest lady in the land. 

And she the gentlest too. 
She little knows what wicked deeds 

In her good name they do. 

'^ A brave, true man her consort is, 

A prince of high degree : 
But not less brave, and not less true 

My sailor lad than he. 

^^ Alas ! he now is far away. 

And as an oar he plies. 
Or mounts aloft to furl a sail. 

He thinks on me, and sighs. 

" But I will to my generous Queen, 

And at her footstool kneel ; 
Methinks the tale I have to tell 

Would melt a heart of steel.^^ 
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V; THE SAILOR'S WIFE; 

II. 

It mo befoll a lady then 

Thoro lat on England's throne^ 

Who, when she heard of others' grief^ 
8ho made it all her own. 

B0| when she heard what thing was done. 
She oall'd her lords of state. 

And bade them on this woman's case 
Forthwith deliberate. 

The lords now they had much to say 
Why this hard thing mnst be ; 

Yet thought it sore on England's shore. 
Whore every man is free. 

Is free to road, and free to write. 

And free to come and go. 
And, if his will be contrary. 

Is free to answer no. 

Now all that then was said, in sooth 

Is very long to tell : 
For English lords, so free to do. 

Are free to speak as well. 
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And every lord may have his word 

In Bntish parliament : 
What wonder then that listening men 

At times are sorely spent ! 

Vast much was spoke, with loud applause. 

Of England^s glorious flag. 
Incontinently to become 

Ail ignominious rag. 

And how her name had grown to fame 

Through this same jolly tar, 
Who bravely fought, and had no thought 

Beside in peace or war. 

Then how should English gentlemen 

Still live at home^at ease. 
Without their natural privilege 

Of pressing such as these ? 

But what they most of all did strive 

To show convincingly 
Was, that this thing had always been. 

And therefore still should be. 



52 THE SAILOR'S WIPE. 

Bat none of these grave arguments 
Had weight with that wise Queen^ 

Who thought more what things ought to be 
Than what the same had been. 

" What comes/' said she, '' of robbery 

Must be an unclean thing : 
God's law and man's*-they should be one. 

Beyond all cavilling. 

" Then, as all flaws against my laws 

I visit with the rod. 
So ma I none for me have done 

Against the laws of God. 

" Not violence, but free consents 
Shall man old England's fleet. 

No hands at sea, unless for me 
All hearts as well shall beat/' 

Ood save the Queen ! at mom, at e'en, 

Ten thousand voices pour : 
We aye were free on the open sea, 

And now we^ re free ashore. 
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SIBYLLA ANGLICA. 

BLEOIA I. 

I 

nr^EMPUS erat quo plena Ceres incuinbit avenis 

•*• Lnnaque completo ter qoater orbe redit : 
Hora tenebrosas medio gaudebat in antro 

Noctis ab opposite delituisse die ; 
Jamque cibis messor male coctis sBger et SDstu 

Durum inter somnos anticipabat opus. 
Me quoque blanda quies^ totidem sociata per annos^ 

Nunc tamen insoUto lusit iniqua joco ; 
Et^ si forte mihi quando foret obvia^ raptim 

Fugit ut a notis territa cerva plagis. 
Somnia visa quidem^ non dulcia munera somni^ ^ 

Sed vigil urgebat cor gravis umbra mihi : 
Sicut equum calcar per devia saxa fa^tigat^ 

Aut super exanimi corpore luget amor. 
Corripui membra e thalamo ; male certus eumdi^ 

Ebrius ut dubitans stetne cubetne^ labo. 
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56 SIBYLLA ANGLIOA. 

Ebrius I at quo aim nisi cnra potus amarft f 

Quove alio^ si non morte^ cubare velim f 
Dam vagor^ ardentes noctnma refrigerat artus^ 

Seminecemque animft recreat aura sinum. 
Haasito — nota viae qusBrens vestigia : — fallor, 

Inscins ant cursa quo ferar^ aut ubi sim. 
Longinquos ceu vectus agros^ quern rauca fatiget, 

Bura per errantem non sua^ turba canum^ 
Perlustrat dubitans cervns loca^ jamque solutis 

Compedibus tollit comua^ crura tremit ; 
Haud alitor stupefactus ego^ nee multa videre^ 

Nee potui certis credere visa notis. 
Fervidaque ad noctem denudans tempora^ tales 

Mussavi tremulo msBstus ab ore preces. 
Dea tergeminft quae gaudes laude^ sub Oreo 

Persephone — in terris Cynthia — Luna polo ; 
Si tibi cordi hodid pastorum quia sit^ ut olim 

Latmius^ et nobis pro patre pastor erat. 
Hie pius^ et natu spes maxima pastor et ille^ 

Ducebant placidos tuta per arva greges^ 
Aat ego^ sorte pariim facili contentua^ avebam 

Axduus indomitaa exagitare feraa. 
Scilicol optati laturum prima putavi 

Prasmia mo curatis antevolare ducem : 
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Stultus ego ! elapsis aliis^ inglorius ipse, 

Nescius an vi aim victus an arte, seqnbr ! 
Jam mihi vibratam memini comes improbus hastam 

Defiiectens^ medius perculit ipse feram. 
Pingue latas jam nunc cervus trepidabat anhelans. 

Tardier excepts per juga celsa fuga : 
Instat turba sequax : aliis prior ipse secntus 

Annosa in valida comua fronte note. 
Qais scopns^ exqniro— quo vnlnere ? forte sub armo 

Inferat extenao certior hasta necem. 
Antrum erat obscurum^ saxis horrens et acanthis^ 

Quo celer illaeso corpore cervus init. 
Victor ego— -''Mens ecce mens ! ^'— conclamo ; simnlque 

Sub cava recluso fervidus ense ruo ; 
Jamque triumphanti, multarum^ en ! bellua frontium 

Obvia multison^ stridula voce fremit. 
Horresco aspectu subito^ tremebundus et audax, 

Felis ut adverse statque tremitque cane. 
Monstrum informe ingens mediis residebat in antri 

Faucibus, et toto corpore vultus erat. 

Sicut avis plumas^ nares oculosque gerebat, 

« 

Insuper, in medio, subter, ubique caput. 
In summo speciosa, metu neque torta dolore, 
Setvabant placidos ora quieta modes ; 
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Nil admirari, nisi se, contenta : sed infirS 

Solvebant^ variia motibus acta^ genas. 
His aderant jocns atqne sales pietasque pudorqno ; 

Sed mihi, poscenti plura, tulere nihil. 
Quid mihi cum tali ? Nudo tamen ense putavi, 

Interims salvo praDteriisse pede : 
Ast illaudatis e partibus orta repents 

Murmura conclusum personufere cavum. 
Jurgia^ jussa^ minee^ monitus^ convicia^ laudes^ 

Circiter auriculas en volitare meas I 
Jamque furens ceadis studio^ capita undique vidi^ 

Foeda per obscurum millia fusa solum : 
Nee qua9 me arceret n6ram vox, quseve faveret, 

Quin mala vox, quamvis sit levis, usque valet. 
At, Dea, quam semper colui, quam semper amavi, 

Quam timui — triplex sit tibi semper honos — 
-^theriia si tincta coloribus aflfuit unquam, 

Qua9 mild splendidior munere forma tuo ; 
Si bene quid de te merui, cui te duce semper 

Unica per valles per juga cura sequi: 
Adsis alma precor jam nunc mihi ; tuve sub umbras, 

Horrida, namque potes, me rape Tartareaa. 
Sic inter tenebras obliviscendus, et idem 

Immemor, setenul denique nocte fruar. 
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Conticui— si vera quidem priiis exierat vox, 

Irrita nee sensus luserat umbra rneos^ 
Luna cav8B summo noctis modo pendet ab arcu, 

Nee nebula ssthereas oblinit ulla vias. 
Jamque oculis nova monstra patent variasque figures, 

Qualia nee peperit terra, nee unda tulit. 
Obstupui visu, totaque ea mente revolvi, 

Miris undo forent spectra parata modis : 
At miser effari frustrd. conatus, ut amens. 

Lapsus humi torquens lumina procubui.. 



BLBGIA II. 

"\ 7ISUS adesse sopor ; sed non erat ulla soporis 

^ Gratia; sopito defuit alma quies. 
Ingens in gremio (visum est) super incubuit mons : 

O mihi si rupto pectore vita ruat ! 
Non mortem extimui, rapidi neque tela doloris ; 

Tarda magis rapido vulnere cura domat. 
Sic ego dum luctabar iners, prasiere sodales, 

Foederis immemores quod fuit ante, mei. 
Vellem equidem revocare — sed importunus in imo 

Languida repressit gutture verba pudor. 
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Hoi mihi 1 lapsus, inops, oculis dormitor apertis, 

Conspexi in gremio sasYum onus ipse meo. 
Quid facerom f quibus auxiliis, queis fretus amicis ? 

Ah I manuB immeritam quie mihi ferret opem ? 
Jam tamen, immani propd yicto peste, repents 

Visa quasi ambrosisB forma subire Dea9. 
Simplex per graciles artns defluxit amictus ; 

Myrteus in tot& veste virebat honos. 
Venit, et impositam molem simul iUa sinistrft 

Contigit, ac gremio triste leyavit onus. 
Mirabar somno excussus ; nam Luna manebat 

Immota in summo, sicut et antd, polo. 
Usque ade6 miseris torpere, annosque doloris 

Una brevis longos hora tenere solet ! 
Ut stupuit regione nov& projectus ab undis 

Navita, sic miris nunc ego imaginibus. 
Vera tamen (verd visam mod6 dicere veram 

Sit mihi) forma aderat quae priiis ilia Deed. 
** Tu, qu8B fsBmineo jactas de corpore odores 

Ambrosios, ipdo lumine amabilior ; 
Sit licet humanos minimi digneris amores, 

Attamen, ! cultus accipe. Diva, meos/^ 
Talia fundebam vultum demissus, et idem 

Supplicitdr curve poplite nixus humi. 
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Voce tamen moniins, quamyis nuBstissimus essem, 

Protenus emicni Isetiis in usque pedes : 
Namque ea permulsit sensns^ et nota SibyllsB 

Auribns insemit vox mihi dnlce melos. 
Statiam secrete veluti dnlcedine captus^ 

Ceu miser sBgroto corpore sole novo : 
Immotnsque diii voloissem stare, sed ilia 

Indpit, '' Iste piger mos sapientis erat ? 
Si sapnisse yeUs, per lamina certa diei. 

Tuque per ancipites perge, puer, tenebras : 
I^amque sub astriferaa Sapientia tegmine Noctis 

Pulchrior it, latis conspicienda polis/' 
Ast ego, '' Ne nostri fallant regina dolores, 

Neu sit pro culp& me cubuisse pigrum, 
lit potius longos foret invigil&sse per annos, 

Quam mibi, qui tenuit moz, sopor iste brevis I 
Ah ! sopor SBtemus quam formidabilis ! eheu, 

Quantus in aatemo fortd sopore dolor ! '' 
'^ Ergo age, cui tempus superest,^^ ait, '' et rationem 

Totus, et in somnis si potes, exsequere. 
Particula 8Dtemi mens ordinis, inde sub artus 

Fluxit diyin& de Batione tuos. 
Gonfusas igitur formas, ratione solutas, 

Horret, ut adversas dissimilesque sui. 
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llino fidflo tibi judioio labor iste soporis ; 

I line opor& vorum quaBris et arte YigHJ' 
'' Ah iniior I^' exolamoj ^'paocas mod6 spiritus honis 

Molo Kub informi ne premeretar inops : 
QtiAut lovifi inoasB&m fureret^ per inertda raptus 

Pondora materied; dividerotque vias, 
l\)r(lituii I ut oorvum si quand6 fort^ latentem 

Hylvao inter tonobras asailudre canes ; 
I lino atque hino volat ille ezterritusj inque peditis 

OomibuSj impations ora rigat lacrjjmBJ^ 
Uisit ot admonuit tutrix mea : '^ Forsan et ilia 

Bvoniont : tamon hoc sit tibi dogma satis ; — 
Qui rvgit omnipotons, omnino jristtLS et idem; 

Qvdquo est omnino Justus, et omne potest. 
Sod our atra tibi oontristat lumina cura ? 

Cor tamon haao certd tristia signa negat; 
Floret onim crinita tuA in cervice juventas : 

Hoc juvenis — quo tu mox eris ore senex?^' 
Dixit, et ilia me& retinens in fronte capillos 

Nescio quam scripsit litterulam digito. 
'' mihi cur mentem toties illudere pergis ? 

Ista latent sensus mystica signa meos. 
At tu corta jube ; tu nostros dirige gressus ; 

(Nam tibi^ ni fallor^ triste patescit iter :) 
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Qoas mihi vix nato tenerss sub imagine matrisj 

Qoas velut alma soror mox aderas puero : 
Te dace qndm reqnies fesso mihi grata solebat^ 

Qaam dulces ludi^ qudm levis esse labor V^ 
Talia fundenti, '^ quae tu, perverse, precaris ?'* 

Dixit ; et ambrosias risuB in ora redit. 
" Tempore qoippe illo, necdam malesana cupido. 

Falsa nee ingenium lusit imago taam : 
Haud tibi adhuc yacaum vexayit gloria pectas, 

Hand amor : — ah ! miseram, quem malas arit amor \" 
Qao simul aadito, forit ad praecordia sanguis, 

Plenaqae sablapsa est lamine gatta meo. 
^' Hea ! venere tuas haec intima vota per aores ? '^ 

Et pador et palmaB, dam loquor, ora tegant. 
" At liiiga& faveas, teneram ne forte loqaelam 

Deferat in crassos aara maligna sues. 
Nea sit amor calpaa talis mihi ; nemp^ sub ilia 

Credebam form& mentem habitare tuam. 
Ast age, die, fama est etiam mihi — fama neganda ? '* 

" Esto,** ait : " idcirco forte beatas oris/' 
'' Proh Deus I in terns quid demum optabile restat ? 

Gloria, nummus, amor, cancta negata mihi ! 
Spemere cur nummos didici, cur vincere amorem, 
Cian mihi fama simul rejicienda foret ? " 
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Talia dicenti yolitat mens : sicat ab Arc& 

Kescia qn& figat missa columba pedem. 
Hsdc coeli conyexa tuens^ similisqne minanti — 

^' Anne putas toto nil superesse polo J" 
Nee plnra adjeeit: qusB verba audita per aures 

Non secus ac tonitra personn^re meas. 
Inque solo fixis oonlis stupefactos et exeors^ 

Miror ut emicoit vox ea certa Desa. 
nia immota manet ; vxdtum simul occupat ira : 

Nee tamen irato defuit omnis amor. 
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ESTO Fama — satur veluti per inania vultur 
Nubila — te claris toUat ad astra viis ; 
At caveas aspr& moriturum in rupe relapsum 

Ne te ludibrio torqueat ilia sue. 
Gaudet saDva joco : durum est aliena voluutas : 

Vivas arbitrio, nam potes, ipse tuo. 
Fama etiam rabidas accendit civibus iras, 

Fama in mendaci rhetoris ore sedet : 
Aut amens jacit ilia faces in templa Deorum, 

Et gladiatorum turpis in ense rubet. 
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Qain znortalis amat mortalia^ yulgus adorat 

Yile^ pariim solidum munus et ipsa ferens. 
VulguB amat nummos ignobUe : visne igitur tu 

Spe nummi triyium comminnisse lutam ? 
Qnidquid agas^ qu&m sis faustissimns — attamen acto 

PcBniteat digitos commacnl&sse tuos/^ 
Gonstitit^ elatis manibus similisque precanti 

Arrepta tumidmn veste coacta sinam. 
" Nonne oculis jam nunc audacibus adspiciebas 

Lnnam ? nonne aUquis rupit ab ore sonus ? 
Qnippe inconsultum facinus plenumque pericli 

Horrendam temer^ sollicitare Deam. 
Esto qnidem faveat ; caveas tamen, ilia cerebrum 

Pungat acu tenerum fervidiore tuum. 
Serior occurri propero pede, serior adsum ; 

Serins interdum quid valet auxilium : 
Namque per ineertas miracula visa tenebraa 

Novi ego ceu claro certa probare die/' 
Continu6 obstabat mihi plurimus^ ore modisque 

Ambiguis^ an sit simiua — an sit homo I 
" Hei mihi ! " clamavi^ " Deus adjuvet ! ista — quid^ undo 

Edita monstra animos surripu^re meosf 
nia tamen risit : " Perstes audentior^ ultrd 

Mox erit audenti plura videre tibi. 

E 
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Luna sub obscorft phantasmata nocte figmat : 

VersB ocnloB ade6 dedpit umbra rei. 
Hand seciis ista qoidem celebr&m simnlacra priomin 

Visa per annomm ssocula ladificant. 
Sunt tamen^ nt cemis^ qui non obiere sepnlcmm; 

Viva cohora vivos ambit et ang^t adbnc : 
Qaidqnid agnnt, id agnnt populariter : utpote nesdi 

Qnam minimi popnli mobilia aura vsAet. 
Hi famse ornninb cnpidi falsam eripuenmt 

Ex ver89 matris corpora progeniem ; 
Gentibus attonitis paradogmata promolgantes^ 

Scilicet at monstro futile valgus hiet. 
Nempe admirandam est contraria commisceri^ 

Quo simal esse ac non esse videtar idem. 
En fraades nectit log^cas his Scepticus ; iste 

En cabat in triviis mere ferae Cynicns : 
Hie stoltos Stoicas cunctos^ habeaturcit ipse 

Prsa canctis sapiens aniens, esse docet : 
StultuB et ille qoidem I sed nemo ade6 insipit, ut 
non 

Possit amicornm consipere in vitiia. 
Piscis ut obscurum fugiens argenteus altum 

Sub nitido summas lumine radit aquas ; 
Hand secus in cathedris, urgente cupidine famae, 

Arsit spectatas ire sophista vias.'^ 
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H»o tamen/' excipio, " qusBnam sit turba, Sibylla ? 

An tenuit tantos porticus arcta greges ? 
Ecce novos habitus novior quoque protulit aetas/* 

^' Nonne ita jam posui,'' dixit, " et ipsa tibi J 
Hadc numerosa cohors hominum est genus omne bi- 
frontium 

Fama quibus functo oorpore floret adhuc ; 
Quotque hodid ad veri speciem mendaoia fingunt 

Splendida ; vasta quidem consociata cohors ! 
Quss si cuncta tibi percurrere nomina non fas, 

Singula qu»renti non miniis expediam/' 
Dixit, et hiic illiic mira inter monstra biformi 

Aspectu lentum fertque refertque pedem. 
Talis erat species, tarn ficto more, putares 

Ludicra ibi mimos exhibuisse sua. 
Tunc ego — '' Quin miram doceas mod6 quam tuus illam 

Inscripsit digitus jam mihi fronte notam : 
Kam facie natura nov& mihi visa ; supemum 

Subditur, oppressum quod priiis erigitur ! 
Jam nitet obscurum, necnon magis albicat album ! 

Hadccine sunt ver^ quae mihi visa ? ^' rogo : 
'^ Umbra etenim claros jam nunc obfuscat ocellos, 

Formaque quad firmo stat pede summa labat/' 
Constitit et ^'batio,*' conclamans, "hanc mens,** inquit, 
Inscripsit digitus jam tibi fronte notam. 



(( 
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H890 eadem est ratio^ qui singula qnsdqne probantnr^ 

Scilicet an sit res^ an sit imago rei. 
Ecquid opus laticis subter tellure latentis^ 
Ni riget exoriens fertile lympha solum ? 
Sic ratio — fons ille boni, sub arundine densft 

Torpens stultitiao^ nee superare poteils^ 
Educat asrumnas atque infortunia yitas : 

Qu6d tu corde graves exue dosidias^ 
Teque aptum studio et patientem nosce laboris^ 

Et yigeas sanctia mentis imaginibus. 
Tene ade6 vinotum reputas^ ade6 inque peditum 

lit juvet in tritis molliter ire viis ? 
Sicut equus firasnis nitidis auroque superbus 

Submittit patiens fervida coUa jugo. 
At potius Budore gravi intractabile plaustrum 

Cogere per longas nocte dieque vias ; 
Qu&m vacuum torpere »gri languore cerebri^ 

Aut risus fatuia exagitare jocis : 
Unde modi infames hominum^ turpesque loquelad^ 

Luzus, et ingluvies^ et malesanus amor. 
Ergo aude meditari, atque integer in meditando 

Utere consiliis^ si sapis^ usque tuis. 
Nbjji potis ipse tui es^ dominus fandi atque nefandi^ 

Et reddenda horum mox tibi erit ratio. 
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Neu doleas qn6d ndsse queas paucissima : primum 
Hoc tibi discendum — quantula ndsse datum est. 

Nee dubitare nefas : dubii est sapientia proles. 
Hind idem dubium de ratione satam. 

Sit modo cura satis dnbitatum pendere ; nam qui 
Nil dubitat, sane comprobat ille nihil. 
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O ALVE igitur Ratio! Salve caput atque animi fons ! 
*^ Extra alios mecum cogito — solus ego. 
Quid ? si deliret vesanus, ineptiat amens. 

Si titubet proprias ebrius ante fores, 
Improbus e tumido mendacia jactitet ore, 

Dnm piger ex furto virat et arte mal& : 
Anne ego proptere& fallax — ego, sanus, honestus, 

Sobrius — astemum mentiar ante Deum F 
Ille ego qui yerum meditor, qui sentio mecum 

Quod sum, quodque fui, conscius ipse mei ? 
Talia volventem monuit Dea : " Tu tamen istam 

Mecum hominum turbam respice ridiculam. 
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Sio tibi ridendo sapientia surgat ab orta^ 

lit levis e pingpu steroore musca volat. 
Ecce SophoB inter veteres qn&m mtilta secuta est 

Turba Patrum sanct^ conspicienda tog& ! 
Seri&s hi docti divinitiis^ arte docendum 

Qui priiis hnmaxi& non miniis esse putant : 
Rectum ad dacendum curvia rationibus usi, 

lit qui certificent numina certa Dei : 
Sic laqueo captos logico yolufire Sophistas 

Ducere in SBtemi mystica sacra Aoyov. 
At yanus labor est solem ostendisae lucem& ; 

Yanus arenosis ponere templa viia I 
Adspice Aristotelem cum Socrate cumque Platone ; 

Quos Patrum nimio vexat amore manus ! 
Nempe sacerdotes Domini commissa magistri^ 

ITon seciis atque alids docta^ probare volunt ; 
Et finire modis penetralia mystica certis 

Mente yel edocti non capienda yiri : 
Arte decent logicft qu83 jam Deus attulit ipse^ 

Ut si quia c»sum rete teneret aprum : 
Qa» confessa Dei quid opus ratione probari f 

An Deus ex hominum ludere more solet ? 
Plurima sunt passim nostros fugientia sensus^ 

QudB cordm ex nuM cemere parte datum est. 
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Qaod fait aut procnl est qui vere novimus actum ? 

Nulla quidem omnin6 rea nisi sensa patet/' 
' Ah qudm pauca datum vigili mihi prendere sensu I 

Erg6ne in obscuro caetera cuncta latent ? ^ 
Ilia autem : '^ Pauca ezpediain^ tuque auribus adsta : 

Sic possis fatuos deposuisse metus. 
En spatium sine fine jacet^ sine fine repansum ! 

Cujus in extenso stant loca dividua : 
InnumerabiUbus complentur singula rebus^ 

XJt Yoluit varias quasque cre&sse Deus. 
HsB forni& ac specie propria mirabile totum 

Perficiunt^ spatii nee quid inane vacat : 
Inter quas homo — ^agit — patitur — considerat — optat ; 

Scire capax cupide scit— dubitatque simul. 
lUi sensos enim tenuis^ qui suppetit SBgre 

Natural onmimodas cemere rite vias. 
Contemplanda tamen^ quam non £su3 cemere^ res est^ 

Notaque in ignotam ducet imago parem. 
Certior assensu gaudet ratione su& mens^ 

Cui depicta fide yenerit umbra rei. 
Sic poterit verum discemere, sic pede firmo 

Cia iter ingrediens perget in ulterius. 
Sed caveat ne &lsa trahat de tramite recto 

Gloria^ et immeritsB laudis ineptus amor/^ 
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Progredimur : varia intered premit undiqne turba ; 

Ceu ruit in regem plebs^ catulive feram. 
Pontificos^ mimaB, balatrones oausidicique, 

Nobile yestitu versicolore genus ! 
Necnon acriptores aderant tumidiqne poetas^ 

Ne careant gravibns ssBcla beata libris. 
Si memorare duos liceati quos vidimus Anglos 

Ardentea specie ludificare novA; — 
Warburtonua ibi, cumque hoc Berkleius, und 

Certabant propriia gesticulare modis : 
Bes erat in dubio ridere an plangere praastet^ 

Usque ade6 levis his sermo gravisque jocus. 
Ast ea subridena — '^ Fatum mortalibus SBgris 

Quolibet ingenio aors tulit/' inquit, ^^idem. 
Plus SBquo tumid& Sapientia nititur alvo ; 

Informis soboles nascitur ante diem/' 
' Die tamen in aummft quia prostitit ille column^^ 

Pastor ut errantes qui sibi quesrat oves ?' 
" Hie sibi,*' dixit " oves I at oves hand amplius isti, 

Qu8Drenti vetitas, hand sua rura, vias. 
Integer, et verax, primisque inglorius annis, 

Claudebat laatum laatus et ipse pecus ; 
Sed cihn dira sitis tentasset pectora famaa 

Undique frigenti nocte vagantur oves : 
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Hunc patre progenitum Syrio malesanus habebat 

Monstrari digito ppaetereuntis amor : 
Quippe quater denos sub dio perstitit annos^ 

Proh pudor ! in brutum Teraus homo lapidem ! 
Neu Simeona putes solum insanlsse priorem : 

Plurimus in terns vivit adhuc Simeon^ 
Qui, nomen Domini dum clarum prasdicat, ardet 

Haud miniis interea clarificare suum/^ 
Deinde, peplum retinens, profert de corde cylindrum, 

Mirum opus, unde oculus cemere cuncta queat. 
'* Hoc fretus," dixit, " circumspice : nonne figures 

Hactenus obscurae jam tibi mille patent ? 
Quas tamen obscuras hodie minimeque notandas 

Clara tulit quondam fama per ora vir{lm. 
Aspice Radbertum ! docuit qui gentibus olim 

Abjurent sensus, munera vana, sues. 
Quid valeat tactus ? quid visus ? quid sapor ? hoc est 

Scriptum, ait, et scriptum quis negat esse satis ? 
At Deus omnituens omnin6 verus et idem, 

Deceptus nunquam decipere ipse nequit. 
Jamque intendenti patuit demissus ad aram 

Conspicuus sacr& veste mitr&que senez. 
Hie quasi dormitans tractare vocabula visus, 

Ut qui de scriptis duceret acta notis; 

L 
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Res aptanfi verbis inverso more refinxit 

Facta^ prii^ fictis propria no minibus. 
Panis erat juxtA-rever& panis, ut sequum est 

Quern mod6 triticeum torruit igne coquus. 
Hie autem — Deus ! ecce Deus ! conclamat : et ilium 

Inde manu Dominum fregit et ore Deum. 
Prodigium mirata novum stupet inscia turba^ 

Et colit ezanimem supplice voce cibum ! 
Ast ilia indignans — ^' Salv& ratione colas tu, 

Ne tibi sit lignum forte lapisve Deo/' 
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T UNA poli summo de culmine flexa deorsum 
-*— ' Bursus ad Hesperias prospiciebat aquas : 
Pastor nt a scopulo sese immersurus in undam 

Colla mod6 ad saltum curvat et ille caput. 
^' Istane memento tot tantaque temporis omnia 

Percurri, longo vix peragenda die?'* 
Talia volventi per venas ocyor arctas 

It cruor : in dubio mens fluit ac refluit. 
Haud aUter quondam transversa furentibus austris 

Carbasus hue iUuc fluxus utrinque volat. 
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*' Quale igitur vemm est ? et qui patet ? utne ego 
possim 

Qu6 nequit omuimodiB ire Sophista dblis 7 
llle ego qui^ timidus^ male doctns^ sortis iniquaB^ 

Otia prascauto tuta labore peto I 
— Qualia avis, nova regna petens alioque calentes 

Sole domes, nimbi praascia radit aquas. 
Quid doctrina mihi, vel quid sapientia prosit — 

Seria — qu89 cerebrum vana dolore premunt ? 
O mihi sit potius formos89 ante ora puellas 

Garpere delicias quas daret ilia leves ! 
— Cui negat, heu misero ! pur& sine fraude loquelA 

Mutua mulceri pectora durus Amor : — 
lit risu vigeam facili, ut mendacia mendax 

Dulcia, credenti credulus, aure bibam ! 
Hie tenuis labor, hoc studium mortalibus aptum est ; 

HaBC mihi sint cursd, propria quippe mei. 
Nam cur tantopere a terr& caslestia nitar 

Cemere, securis obvia csBlicolis ? 
Dnrane sors hominis nondum patet ? utpote vota 

Irrita: quseruntur gaudia— meeror adest 
Ut puer in celM petit arbore non sua poma ; 

Altior it, oasu qui graviore mat. 
O mihi natural sint convenientia nostrsB 

Otia 1 mcestus, iners otia sola rogo : 
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Sic liceat placidis oblivia ducere somnis^ 

Anxia sea qaeraU corda levare lyrft. 
Aut, ubi prima rubet terns Aurora, javabit 

Fervere snppositis viribus acris eqni ; 
Qn6 me cunqae ferat temerarios, agmine passim 

Fnso et per latebras et per aperta caniun : 
Occladat sepes, sive obvia fossa debiscat, 

Iste tamen rapiet, qiul fera ducat, herum. 
Aut, luxum Zephyro circumspirante, coronem 

Tempora, ceu quondam Teius ille, rosis ; 
Et teneam ante oculos mendacia pocula, sic ut 

Omnia de vini tincta colore micent. 
O qu89 delici88 ! quae gaudia ! dum Venus in me 

Tota mens secum nil nisi dulce ferat !'* — 
Ac veluti lotum comedens subit6 viget artus. 

Credit et Elysias se subiisse domes ; 
Sic ego depulsis angoribus otia mird 

Carpere, ut in patrio limine nauta redux. 
Cantabam vacuus : — cum jam mollescere terra 

Sub pedibus ; visum est lambere crura lutum. 
Prim6 admirabar vix adversatus : ego cur 

Pulveris impatiens, pulvis et ipse, forem ? 
Deinde suboffensus risi, ut qui junctus iniquo 

Foedere dementer ridet et edit amans 
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Mox metuens tremuUL clamavi voce Sibyllam : — 

Ast ea ceu grati forma soporis abest. 
Hei mihi ! solus eram I qu&m frigida noctis imago 

Terrificat sensus ! nudus inopsque tremo ! 
Jamque^ refrigenti lambos et membra supema^ 

Molle tepet pedibus poplitibusque solum. 
Deposui toto me corpore ; non secus ac si 

Membra aliquis proprio traderet ssgra tore. 
Dii Superi ! quanto conamine corruit in me, 

Ut lascivus aper, turpe procaxque lutum ! 
Usque ade6 totum me pellicit ac traliit ultra, 

Vix potui superum dulce tenere caput. 
Kec mihi displicuit prorsiis complexus amantis, 

Dummod6 non nimio victus amore forem : 
Ac veluti in caved latitans qui forte viator 

Texit hyperboreo tutus ab imbre caput, 
Anxius expectat redeuntem protinus ursam, 

Defendens lijemem cautus et ille feram : 
Talis ego thalamo in luteo porrectus : inertem 

Si sopor invadat, mors erit iste sopor. 
Ha9C dum lentus ago, vasti super aBquora limi 

MoUiter incedens subvenit, ecce ! catus ; 
Erecta cauda, maculate pelle : putares 

Omnibus in terris blandius esse nihil. 
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At firicat interei circom mihi colla capatqae^ 

Atqne genas molli palpat et ora pede : 
Oscnla quin lambens qniddam mihi massat in aarem^ 

Ut qui nataram provocet arte snam ; 
Quippe homo cni proprioB (dumm I) restmxerat ignes^ 

Quemqae reformaret more modoqae sao : 
Quo fit ut oblitus generis^ cui debuit iram 

Enervi genio redderet obsequium. 
Deinde^ sub adversum recubans os, lumina tendit 

nie mea^ et placidum fudit ab ore melos. 
Captua amore novo vitales protiuiiB auras 

Carpere nee valeo nee volo, totns iners. 
Bespirare labor visum est mihi; curaque yitsd^ 

Dummod6 ne moriar^ nulla superstes erat. 
O vacuos solos qui creditis esse beatos^ 

Gaudia c»licolis otia digna rati^ 
Id pro supplicio ducentes, dignius Oreo, — 

Qu5d nil ni magno vita labore dedit; 
Discite : — segnities crudelia millia torquet 

Spicula : nulla istis asperiora mahs. 
Namque^ ita dum vacuus lenta inter stagna jacebam, 

Invadit miserum corpus iniqua lues. 
Dum videar grat& genio indulgere quiete, 

Ulcus edit lumbos^ pectora, crura^ pedes. 
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Monstra sab hoc centum limosis edita fundis 

Turpia corruptam dilacerare cutem : 
Bufones^ muacae^ vermes^ tristesque rubetaB 

Vulnera pestiferis arripu^re gulis. 
O qualem emisi fremitum foribundus et amens I 

lit qui dsBmonii fingitur arte mali. 
Usque ade6 exululo furiis agitatua opertis^ 

TJndique miratum congrediuntur aves. 
At catuB intered^ quantum mutatus I ut aspera 

Ungue tigris lacerat kbra genasque meas. 
Hei mihi ! qudm damnum dolus ulcerat atque venenat ; 

Heu ! quibuB in terris denique certa fides ? 
Jam props me luteus totum superaverat hostis^ 

Aeris obstructis omnibus usque viis. 
Sola suprsl foedis extabant lumina campis : 

Oh Deua I ut durum est corde lubente mori ! 
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TVT IL nisi triste suprd per stagnum apparuit atrum ; 
-*- ^ Tristius hoc infrd. ne foret, extimui. 
Interest attonitos, obscur^ visa per umbram, 
Ecce ! Sibylla oculos constitit ante meos. 
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PerfiduB iste Catus prsdceps fagit : at fagienti 

Mas patet antiqao vulnere Isesus honos. 
Ilia per obscoenam^ virgo at memorata^ paladem 

Incedit lautos immaculata pedes. ^ 

Fusas ego^ infami fimo oblitus^ sdger et excors^ 

PoBcebam veniam : vox tamen ore silet. 
Illa^ quasi foedum^ correpto crine^ cadaver 

Excipit^ et secum me trahit exanimem : 
Sic capram ad stabulam^ camulat& sub nive mersmn^ 

Rettulit excerptam vespere fida canis. 
Quatuor^ ut yisum est, noctes perifere diesque ; 

Altera pergebat lux renovare diem. 
Vallis erat sylvft et scopulis circumdata, per quam 

Deproperans yitreum lympha sedbrat iter ; 
Talis erat formft, qdaletn pressisse putftres 

Primitiis immanem sub pede forte boy em. 
Solis ad occasum, ad Boream, partesque orientis 

Undique securam pendula sjlva tegit, 
Desuper invigilans ; mater velut anxia, proles 

Cui jacet in placido semisopita sinu: 
At campus declivus apertum vergit ad Audtrum, 

Unde tepens flores graminaque imber alat. 
Ridet ager ; laBtis tanto ridentior hortis, 

Quanto hiat horrendo tristior ore palus. 
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Bivulas e saxis scatet obvios ; nnde laborans 

Otia difficili tramite lympha petit. 
Non autem revocare qaeo queo deinde aecuta^ 

Donee ut a leto redditus excatior. 
Fluctibus in mediis ipso sub fonte jacebam^ 

Qua facit angastam gutta caduca sinnm: 
Ac^ yeluti potus^ sommo conamine pestem 

Exspuere^ et ceopi reicere ab ore lutuin : 
Nee lacrymis caruSre gensB ; nam consciua in me 

Jam redii^ pnris purificatos aqnis. 
Lympha comscabat dnlcedine^ qu89 nihi pestem 

Egerat in proprios prae pietate lacus ; 
Fascebantur oves circmn^ volncresque canebant ; 

Urgebat teneram turtur ad astra fidem : 
Anra^ noveo frondes^ csalum isine nnbe sprennm^ 

Omnia conclamant — ^^ Hie Paradisus adest V 
Tunc, ut ab Infemis, mussat sub eorde mihi vox — 

" Si tibi eum puris, purus et ipse sies/' 
Vos, quibus in yitium recto de tramite lapsis 

Bursus ad antiquas sit reme&sse vias, 
Noscitis incolumi quantus dolor osaibus arsit ; 

Noscitis erubuit quantus in ore pudor. 
Jamque laboranti, veteri de stirpe velut flos. 

En I yetus ad sensus forma renata meos. 

M 
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Sed qaid opOB acribam, nulli fortasse legenda^ 

Tota in me qnantis TiribnB umbra roit 7 
Ut lacrjmis madufire gensB^ trepidoqae repressas 

Gorde cmor I yictiix mnbra — Miabna foretf 
Namqne oculi et nasas^ nam vox et labra Miahneo 

Vera — ^nisi caperer mente dolore gravi. 
S»pe illam yidi qaondam, viridisqae juventao 

Golloqmo bini losimus unanimes : 
Hei mihi^ qui nnnc nnos eram 1 Quid proforet erg6 

TTni qnippe mihi fingere colloquium I 
Cum propior jam nunc instaret dulcis imago^ 

Usque ut eam yidear prendere posse manu^ 
Nee possem perstare diutius — ''Ah Meal'' clamo^ 

'' Quidnam igitur^ sis tu vera Miahna^ petis f 
Anne mihi miserum solari blanda dolorem^ 

Anne velis bsbyo dura necare joco 7 
Lux exorta tuis vitam mihi reddit ocellis : 

O si tali essem munere dignus ego I 
Namque equidem yitio nuper versatus in omni^ 

Helluo^ lascivus^ luxuriosus^ iners I 
Lapsus ego non sponte quidem : maid faustus uti flos^ 

Cui desit dominse sedula cura su89^ 
Immundi si forte sues subidre^ colorem 

Spurcatum queritur deciduasque comas. 



BLEGIA VI. 83 

Ta tamen ignoscis : qualis solet esse sororis 

In Yultu pietas assidet ecce ! tuo. 
,Tu mihi Sol cor irradias> velut imber in ustum 

Lene flnens gremium germen amoris alls. 
Nulla sit Elysii, vivft te, cnra videndi : 

Dammodo te teneat terra mihi Elysium. 
O, si desertos liceat servare recessus^ 

Qud colat angustum nostra Mialma larem ; 
Sic nee amicitiis^ odiis neque deditus ullis^ 

Hanc vacuus^ solam solus^ amatus amem ! 
Adsit summa dies — animsB morientibus ambad 

Aufagient^ und par^ quasi dulce melos/' 
Sic fate control ilia nihil : — sit surda ? sit absens ? 

Prendere conato nil mihi dextra refert. 
Ula ubi ? — Solus ego gelido sub fonte jacebam ; 

Cor dolor attristat ; frigore membra rigent. 
Qnidnam igitur yitaa superest mihi ? quid mihi risfis^ 

Quid Venerum ? — Sors h89c subvenit una — ^mori. 
Aura levis circum : mollis sub naribus^ instar 

Floris odorati, spargitur sethra meis. 
Accipio signum : cert^ mihi cselitiis omen 

Ambrosius vires halitus ille levat. 
Assurgo — " coelestis odor ! Eegina, mihi stas 

Jam propior : salve, tu mihi praesidium ! " 
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Protinus extroxi nitidis altare lapiUia 

Commistis roseo flore novoque thymo : 
Insnper hoc cert& boletos arte paratos 

Lnposui^ pur& fercnla lecta manu. 
Deinde ignem excudi siliciB^ timidunique fovebam : 

Bisit blanditiis 8Bmula flamma meis. 
At crepit intered^ tamquam moriturus^ in ar& 

Buris honoB^ caalos efflnus ambit odor. 
Qualis ubi ante focum qaand6 jentacula vates 

Busticus expectat mand vocatque Larem ; 
Et Mas89 memor ille simnl^ si spiritos escao 

Simplicis ambrosio captet odore Deam ; 
Talis ego : — " Non came bovis porcive, nee istis 

Deliciis bona quas parturit uva malas ; 
Non nncto tentare velim te munere : poros 

Para decet mund& ponere dona manu. 
Qui Dryades dux^re chores sub nocte paellas 

Virgineos solitse ferre referre pedes^ 
Ecce novaa^ redeante die^ de cespite formaa 

Surgant non alio semine, vivos hones. 
His ego te lautis mollirem frugibas : Adsis^ 

O mihi ta semper dox^ abicamqae vager : 
Sive animo rapiar sab lucida sidera caali^ 

Sive per obscuras mente trahar latebras/' 
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Haac abi dicta^ simnl decerpt& quam solet herb& 

Boistdca foemineam nympha vocare comam^ 
Seminis avulsis nndato stamine nodis^ 

Hob saperinjecij mystdca dona^ foco. 
Deinde cibis partim raptis et ritd comesisj 

Csatera in sdthereas exBuperare vias. 
Ac velut Astrologus notum qui viderit astrum^ 

Delicias toties sole cadente suas ; 
Ant dinim proprio redeuntem calle cometam, 

Hand aliter Dominam testor adesse meam. 
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A T mihi vox ut dulce venit melos : " H&o tibi 
■^^" puro, 

H&c in valle habitat pax et anuca qnies/' 
Qn& simul audit&^ circumTolitare volucres 

Garminis immemores coUoquiiqne sui. 
Stant et otss circmnque pecus dulcedine captse ; 

Lenior eflhso murmtire lympha fltut. 
TJt^ raptis rediens spoliis sub tegmine noctis^ 

Mane novo prensas stat trepidatque latro; 
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Sic equidem^ quanqiulm ilia sains nuhi sola^ tremebam : 

Expectat pcenam conscius nsqae reus. 
Hand qu6d apud dominam non esset gratia^ sed 
qn6d 

Gratia non digno nil nisi poena foret. 
Jamque recusantom conanti impeUere vocem 

Irrita repressit Terba sub ore pudor. 
At mutum^ et similem damnato morte^ Sibylla 

Suayiter interea risit et admonuit : 
'' Si sapuisse velis, curam et perferre laborem 

Disce, voluptatem temnere vel fugere : 
Namque voluptatis^ qudm sit gratissima prim6^ 

Exit in istum atrum semita trita lacum. 
Mersum ego te vidi^ vetui tamen esse peremptum ; 

Tali ope qui careant quot periere viri ! 
Hoc intiis cseleste nihil perstare potest^ quin 

Obsideat crass& mole maligna caro. 
Staonum igitur Cabnale homines dixere vocantes : 

(Et simul averse respuit ore nefas.) 
Quo non putridior cava Tartara vexat Avernus, 

Nee lethalis Upeo tristior umbra cadit. 
Sed quid opus taceam quo derivata putrescit 

Fonte palus, et qui proditor iste catus ? 
Suppetiit primasva salus mortalibus^ s^tas 

Degener in vitium postera quaeque ruit. 
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Sic crevit genus omne mail per saBCula^ et segram 

Contiiia6 camem solvit et ossa lues. 
Inde liquor faedus guttatim stillat^ et ipsum 

Efficit immanem plurima gutta lacum : 
Quique hodie luxum mollesque libidinis artea 

Affectare velit, deliciisque frui, 
Morbosi caveat ne semina colligat aevi, 

Forsitan et pueris mox tribuenda suis. 
Pellicit interecl fictfique cupidine mulcet 

Assentator opum Mos^ ratione carens : 
Iste, — quasi exsectus virtutibus, improbus adstat, 

Bt decorat vitium stultitiasque favet/' — 
'^ Ah ! ubi lapsus ego I quod^ si me limus obisset^ 

At prasclusa foret vita — ^laborque simul ? ^^ 
'' Proh pudor ! '^ exclamat, '^ quern quondam turba 
morantem 

-^mula prasteriit deseruitque prior. 
Nunc horres virtutis opus ; quem luce repert& 

Kursiis in obscuras non pudet ire vias ! 
Haec igitur spolia, haec operaB mihi prasmia tanta9, 

Qua9 monstrum excussi pectore triste tuo ! 
' Surge age/ qu89 jussi, ' tecum meditare/ Quid ergo ? 

Visne sub hoc bruto delituisse lacu ? 
Monte animoque carens, ut longos bufo per annos, 

Fertur marmoreis consenuisse cavis ? 
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Tene pates aacras diyinsB occladere mentis^ 

Terra'i injecto pulvere^ posse vias ? 
Terra premit mentem^ sed non extinguere fas est^ 

Qnamyis continu6 vezet^ ut atra laes. 
Bespiiat oinnin6 terrain penitusque recuset^ 

Si mens ex omni parte beata foret/' 
Dixit^ et ezustam cinerem ex altare receptum^ 

XTt maga^ sub palmft conterit ilia sii& : 
Quo simnl ao placid^ subridens pulvere labra 

Sparserit^ ambrosium fluxit ab ore melos. 
Miranti dnlces numeros mihi fixit oceUis 

Oscnla; deliciis corrit ad osaa tremor. 
Evehor ad caBlum dnlcedine ! deinde reverse^ 

Qa89 species oculis hsBC nova visa meis ? 
Triste latum latebras jam non tegit amplius atras^ 

Panditur in superum fcBda cloaca diem. 
Ut nova lax ocalis^ sic qusa dedit oscula^ nostris : 

Cemitur in spisso gurgite malta cohors ! 

r 

miseri ! yit& in supera lasciva qoibus mens 

Aaratis laxiis arsit imaginibas^ 
Omnibus ex terris, quibus aura benignior artes 

Foverit, ut cuItaQ Musa Venusque forent, 
Millia per tetrum sparsi voluere barathrom 

Crimina sub foedo foeda piare luto. 
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Hie CitharaBdorumque. Poetarumque, Sophorumque^ 

Atque Sacerdotum, turba jacebat iners. 
Obstupui : — lautis oti cultoribus lisec sors ! 

Qui quondam roseos consociare choros^ 
Nunc veluti ranaa glomerari vere palustres ! 

Confusum interea sustinet aura sonum : 
Fumus ut, impendens super urbis tecta, videtur 

Duras artdficum commemorare vices. 
Quanta seges capitum ! canis^ tonsisque capillis ; 

Nee tamen bic sanctus^ nee tamen ille senex. 
Utpote regalem soliti gessisse coronam 

Begiam adhuc multi fronte tulere notam. 
Parte aM juvenes, ut flores imbre gravati, 

Fasdati lacrjmis ora^ lutoque comas. 
Hie nitido quidam vultu, similisque monarcho, 

Stabat^ ut inter aquas lilium arundineas. 
Ingens scriptorum librabat pondus in uln&, 

Sjmbola de collo pendula sacra cadunt : 
Qualia per terras omnes^ per saacuLa^ fratrum 

^dificatorum mutua signa probant. 
At quasi foemineus plenis furor arsit ocellis^ 

Omnibus exsecto corde cupidinibus. 
DoctrinaB^ famsa^ luxiis vestigia posses 

Cemere^ pulchra quidem^ sed nimis absque mode. 

N 
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Nil fert ambitio Pamassia duriiiB in se 

Qn&m quod inexpertis Musa fit ipsa joco. 
Hadc mea mens divas patoit secreta Sibylla; 

'^ Non Musarum/' inquit, " nobilis ambitio, 
Non praBgnans Sophias studium, non ingeniam 
ardenB 

Causa, qu6d in tali succubudre lue. 
Qui voluit plansos vulgi captare profieknos, 

Impositam ventis aBdificare domum, 
Famam praa merito qui ponere, nomina pras re. 

Hie miser est : hunc tn fige, Britanne, joco : 
Nam yiget ore hominum, pingui yelut ignis olivft 

Ad fasces, quim sit rancida, fiamma yorat. 
Hi stupratores animi ! qui aUena fovebant 

Proh pudor ! immundis crimina carminibus. 
Ecce senex ! — '' Cinctus fasdatft tempora lanro 

Sordibus e liquidis exerit ille caput; 
Et circumspectans muliebriter — " En ego morti — 

Pulyemlentus ! inops ! — ^Yina, Bathylle ! Bosae ! 
Eia, rosas ! '' Quern clamantem vaga tnrba sequentdlm 

Apprens& tunic& retribu^re luto. 
Visus at ille ut qui complexu mortuus esset; 

Tanta prehendendi gloria, tantus amor ! 
Assectatores (Jalli plerique, Italique : 

Hie tamen, ut visum est, Anglus et alter erat. 
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Demisao in primis vultu Comes ecce Rocastri ! 

Proximos Herricus sabrubet atque tacet ! 
Dumqae latere velit^ Moms qnidam instat Hibemus^ 

Subrept&que lyrft, Teius ut ipse, canit. 
Parte alii in scopulo, miserabilis umbra doloris, 

Cui Uber in dextrft, ficus in ore fuit : 
Nee lacrymis caru^re genas : sub fronte, soluto 

Stercore squalentes, immadu^re comsB : 
Per lumbos defluxa chlamys ; quam ssBpe revulsit, 

Ne nudarentur crura, pudica manus : 
At cithara in coUo, qu89 lascivire solebat 

Ludis atque jocis, torpet iners hodi^. 
Attamen, in fumo veluti vaga flamma, dolenti 

Nescio qui gratus fulsit in ore decor. 
Duram hominum sortem ! jacet bio sine nominis 
umbra. 

Qui quondam punctum forsitan omne tulit ! 
An talem fortuna virum spoUayit, an SBtas 

Invida ? nam Boresl pinus ut icta jacet. 
Talia versanti, — '' Minimi fortuna, neque estas 

Invida sit tanti credita causa mali. 
Die, domi felix faustusque, cupidine famea 

Proditus externas arsit inire vias. 
Demons ! qui falsi fiilgore illusus honoris 

Auderet proprios deseruisse Lares ! 
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Deinde vagus — ^velati^ cni defoit anchora^ navis 

Actus in Oceano — ^lusit apud populum. 
Ah miserum I quern sic dementia cepit — amorem 

Laudibus externis posthabuisse sunm I 
Fucatum solido, famam qui stultus amori 

Prsdtulit I unius plausns amorque sat est. 
Miles in egregio certamine— -die mihi^ victor, 

Gloria quid valeat si tibi desit amor ? 
Yictus, abis moriens 7 in labris patria; cordi 

Aut soror, aut conjux, forsan amica subest. 
Appellare velis F — ^ne dedignare poetam : 

Forsitan et genio sitis, ut arte, pares/' 
Festinare pedem ; vates ubi, vultur ut SBger, 

Obductis oculis tristis inopsque sedet. 
'^ Heus I age tu I die, si liceat revocare peracta, 

Crimina, qusB tanto digna dolore luis F *' 
nie autem audita trepidavit voce, gravique 

Suspicions gemitu condidit ora togk : — 
Ora quidem, ut visum est, ulcis foedata :-^" Procul sis 

Quisquis es,*' exclamat, '' si tibi cura tui. 
Cervus ut e tigris latebris fugit, ocyus ex hoc, 

Tu, bone, fatali pradcipitare loco. 
Ilium hodi^ quem tu spurcatum cemis, eundem 

Furi olim Mutinae me tenu^re Lares 
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Dulcis ibi sponsum me sponsa fovere solebat ; 

Dulcis ibi soboles me vocitare patrem. 
Tunc vigui Divo felicior : at mihi jam nunc 

Sus videor foetus ansa vorare suos. 
Ah ! mihi nunc videor — sed parciiis ista requiras : 

Mortua membra — esto : cor mihi vivit adhuc. 
Sit tamen exemplo sociis mea vita poetis. 

Molsa mihi nomen : Musa magistra fait. 
Forsitan audieris quo lascivire juvabat 

Carmine^ quslm facili concinuisse lyra. 
Felix ah ! nimium felix I si gaudia tantiim 

Non contempsissem pura laremque meum : 
Serior expertus^ cim febre libidinis arsi. 

Propria qudm soboles dulcis et uxor amans. 
O quantsB mihi tunc Veneres ! sed nummulus auri 

Simplex multiplici dignior esre valet. 
Cur jactat Gonzaga genus^ Mancina colorem ? 

Frustra ! cui furiis mens agitata malis. 
Quinetiam corpus tabescere : namque veneno 

Imbuerat venas tristis et ossa lues. 
Hei mihi ! fagerunt socii, sprev^re sodales : 

Fertur ut 89grotam grex violare feram. 
QusBre Fracastorii^ si velles plura^ libellum : 

Proh DeuB ! ut matrem me peperisse queror ! ^' 
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QUOD turn conspexi^ misemm et lagubre^ tacen- 
dam. 

Aversis ocuIib conscius erubni. 
O tu, connix& Virtute novisaima proles^ 

Qui yenis ex utero jam moriente^ Pudor ! 
Anne potes matri examini renovare vigorem ? 

Anne potes gremium porificare meum ? 
Ast ego, cmdeli dejectus sorte Poetsd, 

Sponte pedem paras in latebras retnli. 
O si semper ibi ! sors delectabilis — illic^ 

Dulcem perpetuft pace fovere Larem ! 
Lectus erat^ molli congestus cespite^ clausus 

Fronde rubi et tenero flore capri-folii : 
Hie ego procubui : ferventia tempora repens 

Inter odoratum leniit aura nemus. 
Tu — cui C89lam inter socialia pocula, noscas — 

Non tibi ni solo gaudia ceBlicoliim. 
Jamque ego solus eram : solo mihi singula yitsd 

Cordi erat anteactsB commemorare meae. 
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Quae vagire infans solitus, qusB ludere, quaeque 

Seria per ludos anticipare puer. 
Quam juvenis ratione carens ! tamen acer honestis 

Artibus, et viridi simplicitate vigens. 
IntereA accrevit sapientia — nam mihi nondum 

Viserat ambitio pectora — luxus — amor. 
si Letheos haustus ! quo flumine possim 

Has memori miseras mente fugare notas I 
conscire mihi qudm formidabile ! donee 

Adstitit^ ut misero quae comes esset^ apis. 
Haec circumvolitans varies gustavit odores, 

Nescio quid florum suave mihi relegens. 
Fronde nov& viguit prope me verbena, super quam 

Pendula conceptum projicit ilia cibum. 
Vidistin' choreis lassam vel amore puellam, 

Ut tumidum ardenti content ore pyrum ? 
Aut monachum errantem steriles sine pane per agros, 

Si quando esuriens in sata forte cadat f 
Sic ego mellitam compressis faucibus escam, 

Ut calicem ad faeces ebrius hausit, edo. 
Protenus ignore quodcunque audacter inepti 

Aut feci aut volui, nee pudor uUus adest. 
Quae mihi tristitiam nuper revocata ferebant 

Crimina, nunc placido lumine respicio. 
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Omne patet YalUs pulchmm et mirabile ; visum 

Hand aliter qudm si nuda sit ipsa Physis. 
Formos& stupefactus imagine^ vix potui auras 

Carpere vitales^ immemor ipse mei. 
Cor tumet oppressis singultibus^ et ruit in me 

Totus^ ut aBtemsB lex rationis^ amor. 
En Paradisus adest ! Turn singula pulchra repents 

Conflnere in medium lumen : an aster erat ? 
An yaga forma Dese f— certis notissima signis 

Afiuit ante oculos ipsa Mialma meos. 
Qui noTus ingenu& fervens virtute Senator 

Ardet virgineft cingere fronde caput, 
Quum crebra ora virftm conversa in se videt 
unum, 

Ghrandia prsdmeditans verba, pudore tremit ; 
Incertis oculis, fracto sermone, putares — 

Iste quidem laudes non rogat at veniam : 
Sic tremibundus ego prsBsens quasi numen adoro ! 

At — ^ne falsa oculos ludat imago meos — 
Assurgens presso cubito, formamque coloremque 

Intento scrutor lumine : totus eam ; 
Vera sit, an versa similis ? mox certior, insto — 

Hsdc ea si non est ipsa, nee ipse ego sum. 
Stare renitenti, visse miracula formed 

Ad terram invalidum detinu^re genu. 
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Submissis oculis taceo, tremo : — Vox venit aures — 

'* Siccine, qui tantflin nuper amavit^ amat ? " 
Dulcis ut autumni sub frigore, dum comes eager 

Assidet algenti pectore^ cantat avis. 
Tunc ego : " Qu6d timeo, — verum accipe^ meque 
fatentem ; 

Plura velis ? mihi tu causa timoris ades. 
Sin timidus nee amare idem valet^ i pete coetus 

QasL CitheraBa chores ducit et ambit Amor. 
Hlc amor intrepido mendacia jactitat ore, 

Hic amor audaci vincere fronte solet. 
Numen in hoc temple falsum est, falsique ministri 

Assiduo risu rit^ coluntque jocis. 
Istene qui ritus agitat pompasque satelles 

Verier, an simplex relligione tremens ? ' 
Qu6d si prime aevo tristi torpere vetemo, 

Ut flos sub tenebris marcidus ante diem ; 
Si jubilante die tacitas errare per umbras, 

Ne quid festivus sol geniale ferat, 
Sen querulum propter rivum, fultumve cupresso 

Funerea, seu qui moeret opaca filix ; 
Qu6d si inter socios meditari absentia, corde 

Emisso gemitu, teste quod intus agit ; 
Qu6d si te coram pallere algereque ineptum, 

Et, si qui cupiam dicere, posse nihil ; 
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Qa6d si sic facics — quod si sic illius est mos 

Qui doperdit^ amat — certus et ille ego sum." 
Conticui : mora nascentem contristat iners spem ; 

Ut ver aggreditur sera pruina novum. 
Navis ut, adversis dudum jactata procellis, 

Jam sudo oppositis eautibus hsBret inops ; 
Importuna vocat ventos et carbasa tendit ; 

Horrida mors illic, hie sine nube salus : 
Sic ego, ludibrium fortunae, torqueor anceps : 

In dubio — miser^ perditus, anne Deus f 
Jamque dies aberat, nee quid solatia nocti 

De vacuo csbH culmine sidus agit : 
lUam autem, — evanescentem, — non sponte secutam 

Visa est per tenebras subripuisse manus ! 
" Proli ! Deus/^ — exclamo, " Deus adjuvet ! O Mea ! 
si vis 

Auxilium jussu sit mihi ferre tuo ! " 
Turbatis oculis, pallenti fronte, Mialma 

Respicit : ingenue livet in ore dolor. 
" Si me verus ames, persta fidentior :" — Ilia 

Vox audita novam spem mihi restituit. 
Expectans dulci pascebar imagine ; donee 

Lux procul irrepens ex oriente rubet. 
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T TT quis adorator, — veniens quo fertur lesus 
^^ Innocunm tumulo deposuisse caput, 
Fessus ab occasu peragratis finibus, ortu 

Solis arenosis excitus e thalamis, — 
Prospicit impositum saxo venerabile templum, 

Bt se praesentem credit adire Deuin ; 

Sic ego, per vallis latebras miracula notaD 

« 

Agnoscens formas dulcia^ raptus eram. 
O vitae Cynosura meae ! quo sidere solo 

Devia per scopulos nostra regenda ratis ! 
Jamque initum lucem est inter certamen et umbram ; 

Prasripit ante diem spes mea delicias : 
TJtpote, qua9 nuper quasi furtim visa per umbras, 

Emicet ingenue certior ilia die. 
Ast ubi ? — Vita ubi sit ? — qud lux absente nigrescit ! 

Hei mihi ! redde, Deus, redde precor tenebras. 
Interea Eoas Aurora perambulat oras, 

Et verrit nitido conscia rura peplo : 
Herba comas reparat, flos et recludit ocellos, 

Dum ridens placido praDterit ilia pede. 
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Undique plumatsB volucres, nuperrima proles, 

Diripiunt segetes sub duce matre novas : 
Fronte superveniens hilari Sol ridet amaram 

Tristitiam, gratum provocat aura jocum : 
En I Natura iterum tant& dulcedine tacta 

Concipit, et sero germiiie sylva tumet. 
Ah me ! solus ego non noyi dulcia amoris 

PrsBmia ! qui sterilem nutrio corde fidem ! 
Quin sensuB recreem fessos : miserabilis errem 

Qud Natura suas prodiga fundit opes : 
Cujus mane novo pulcherrima quasque per agros 

Munera luxuriant; hinc color, inde meloB. 
Proteniis incedo fidentior. Interei arbos 

Boscida cr jstallis albicat innumeris : 
Ut matutinaB resonat thjma grata legentis 

Murmur apis ! variant undique prata boves : 
Rivulus in solito querulus devolvitur alveo ; 

Hand secus ac nimio fotus amore puer ; 
Deinde subiratus, si quid nutritus in antro, 

Audax increpitat saxa per et scopulos : 
Trutta procax rapidum micat interlapsa fluentum ; 

Instaurant Cbloris, turtur, alauda melos : 
MuBca gyros renovat solemque salutat amasnum : 

Flore rubent ripsB ; pendula sylva viret : 
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Ut varia, ut jucunda eadem ! tamen omnibus iUis 

Nil mihi, si non vox una resultat — Amor. 
An fugiam ? sed cur ? ubi cuncta nitentia restem : — 

Ilia autem cunctis praanitet una mihi ! 
Hie dulces Natura vices sonat : — illkis autem 

Mellea vox aures personal una meas ! 
O si verba queant sensus revocare fugatos. 

Propria sub proprium mittere corda jugum ! 
Si nepentheos norim miscere liquores 

Callidus, aut largo pellere visa mero ! 
Emicat interesl^ terramque salutat apertam 

Sol pater : incedo tristis, ut exul, ego. 
Vallis erat jucunda rosis, et tecta firequenti 

nice : luxurians provocat herba pedem. 
Si desint purse latices, at frigida certe, 

Hospitium fesso quae daret, umbra viget. 
Hie lepus incolumis tutoque euniculus antro 

Falleret^ accipiter dum super acer agat. 
Has ego per latebras temere vager. " En ! mihi,'^ clamo, 

'^ Presbet humus thalamum; sufficit herba cibo : 
utinam lieeat soeialia prasmia vitas 

Carpere, et ingenui pignora ndsse tori ! 
Sed vetitum. Salvete igitur — salvete latebrae : 

Queis stupet alma dies ; queis silet omne melos. 
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— At-— siibito 8onat een ictn ! modnlaniine qoali 

In dilocis solet templa vocare Dei. 
Kxciior : attonitum tremor occupat : hand secus ac si 

PaflC(*ntem placidd vox canis urget apmm. 
Motior unde sonns. Fugiamne incognitna ? at vis 

Htrcmua noscio qu89 me trahit ambignnm. 
Ktabat in arcano salt&s altare recessu^ 

Yelat ubi lan& moUior herba solum. 
MyrtuH ibi foRHO placidam intemexerat umbram^ 

Qm(]uo sacer Paci flos decorabat humum. 
Cum violifl, tenorisquo rosis, Venerisque capillis, 

Agnus amat Castus nectere delicias. 
Totus in his meditor: ciim sensus abstulit^ umbras 

Visa por arborcas^ Candida forma meos ! 
Cor tumot insoUtis agitatum motibus : aster 

Luminis ante oculos ; ludit in aure melos ! 
Et tarn mirificA rapior dulcedine^ ut idem 

Stans mortalis humi toUor in astra deus ! 
Et Doa — noscio quea — certi Dea ! talis erat vox, 

Talis in aspoctu gratia, talis amor I 
At quis mente furor ! quis corde tumultuat aestus ! 

En I stetit ad IsBvam nostra Mialma meam. 
A cervice peplum, veluti super sethere nubes 

Alba volans, niveum defluit usque pedes. 
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Cognita sub nebul& pellucet forma : capillos 

Candidus Auranti floris odorat honos. 
Os^ quasi contento corde^ arridere volebat ; 

Pallentes cohibet cura dolorque genas. 
Jamque senex yultu ac specie yenerabilis arsd 

Adstat^ et^ ut visum est^ mjstica rit^ parat. 
Deinde meam medius dextram premit iste sinistrad 

lUius^ et sancit foedera sacra Dei 
Quin docet — ut yaleant^ hymensDO juncta fideli 

Pectora, in SBtemam pergere tuta Pidem. 
O sacratus amor ! commixta decore yoluptas I 

O geniale jugum ! libera relligio ! 
Ast ego, perfectis solenuibus, ex nemore atro 

Non timui urbanas rursiis inire vias : 
Securus scelerum vitae, vitaeque laborum, 

Audax omne paid talibus auspiciis. ^ 

Sic navis — pelago ilia iiii ac ludibria vento, 

Saucia cui fluitant lintea, clavus inops ; — 
Prospicit optatos longo post tempore fines, 

Littus adit, Divos orat, initque sinum. 
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MIDDLE PERIOD. 

AD PONTEM TONBRIGI^ ITERUM PETITUM. 

A. D. 1847. 
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PONS amoensB Tonbrigiae sacer, 
Dias Salutis nuntius exsilis 
Tellure de nutrice, moestis 
Invalidis renovans vigorem ! 



Te fractus ambit militi&, aut gravis 
Annis^ et ustus solibus Indicis> 
Nuperque desponsata virgo, 
Bt steriKs sine prole conjux. 

Minim ! liquores rite bibentibus 
Defluxit ater bilis, et anxisB 
In fronte subrisfere rugSB : 
Quin nova prosiluit sub alvo 
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i Yita maritnlsB ; 
Neo sera Insit speo, teneros quibna, 
LuciMUmguentijuyentt 
Tardior imposuit labores. 

At si quid el no6 debuimiis tibi, 
Umto rerersi pectore^ cmn piis 
Dooia ministranti SibyU» 
Ambrosioe repetemus haustns. 
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AMOR IBBRICUS. 



AFTBE ''the SPANISH LADY/^ AN OLD ENGLISH BALLAD. 



A UDISTIN' ut Iberica, 
-^^^ Ardebat juvenem Nympha Britannicum,- 

Gemmis atque monilibus, 
Omata et mtida veste notabilis F 

Ckris orta parentibus. 
Nee form& ilia miniis clara nee indole, 

Hosti (sie voluit Deus) 
Devinetas domino eapta dabat manus. 

Quas desiderio viri, 
Constrinx^re magis vinela cupidinis : 

Hune solum cupit ilia, nee 
Hie si quid capiat denegat invicem. 

Donee grandis epistola 
Captivis veniam donat et imperat 

Gemmis atque monilibus 
Omat83 properent in proprias domes. 
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Ilia antem renuenSj " Bone 
** 9e sic me muerain rejicus,'' ait ; 
** Dam tantiim tibi serFiam, 
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O si semper ego molle feram jugiun ! 



'' Quid prosit sine te mihi 
" Libertas domito tristiti& gravi F 

" C&m membra exierint mea, 
** Cor tecum in yacoi sede moiabitor/' 

' Cor in deliciis babes 
' Hostem me patrisd, nympha, fenun tns ? 

' Vox melUta pericnlo est : 
' Angnis sub tener& saope latet rosa/ 

'^ O votis tibi de meis 
'^ Si snspensa forent concta pericnla ! 

'' Tuj care^ usqne ade6 mihi^ 
^^ Hostis dulcis ades littus Ibericnm ! 



Hostes estis^ at hospites 
Dicendi potiiis foemineos sinus 

Expugn&stis amabiles : 
Sic secum in patriam quisque ferat suum/' 






' Aurora generosior 
' Ne torbes lacrymis moesta diem tois : 
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' Passim copia amantium^ 
^ Nusquam nobilior qu&m per Iberiam/ 

" Noli tradere Iberico 
^^ Quam tu solus habes : ssapius invidi^ 

^' Irascuntur Iberici ; 
'^ Lento semper amant igne Britamiici. 

'' Necnon mollis^ amabilis^ 
'* Succombam mentis conditionibus 

" Noctes atque dies tibi ; 
'' Felix quippe viro sponsa Britannico. 
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^ At culp83 foret Anglico 
' Victori teneram ducere foeminam/ 

^' Quin mutata^ velut puer, 
" Qu6 tu cunque velis sponte sequar mea/' 

' ^s si deficiat mihi ? 
' Quid dem^ superest aere carentibus ?' 

'^ Sunt gemm» atque monilia^ 
" Est auri mihi sat^ qusa tibi suppetent/^ 

' Sa^vas Oceani minas 
' QusB siccis oculis foemina pertulit ?^ 

^' HfiBC et plura ego perferam, 
'' Bt mortis patiens te mod5 sospite/^ 

Q 
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' Ttodem desine molUam, 
' Si me comia ames^ sollicitadinum : 

'Nam me dulcis in AngliA 
' Expectat reducem fcBmina oonjugem/ 

' Aumm quid miHi perfido, 
' Quid gummas valeant quidve monilia ? 

' Hanc ne rorsus ego osculer, 
' Quid centmn valeant millia Ibericas f ' 

" Felix ilia ter et qaater^ 
Quas sio te fimitur foemina conjuge ! 

Ergo illam Dens adjuvet^ 
Cui nunc delicias reddo ego debitas ! 
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'' Peccavi, et genubus minor 
** Peocatis veniam suppliciter precor : 

'^ Ignoscenda quidem pntes 
** Peccata ex animis orta fidelibus. 

'' Has illi refer aureft^ 
'^ Gemmas cum phylarft \ meque simul memor 

'^ Commendes ; sit^ amoribus 
'^ Audax yix propriis (heu nimis !) arserim. 

'' Istos nupta geret tua 
" Omatus potior ; verum ego simplici 
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'^ Cultu rejiciam foras 
Humanam^ Domini sponsa^ cupidinem.. 



" Sola^ occlusa^ preces Deo 
^' Fondam continnas insociabilis : 
'' Hoc nnum fateor^ — meis^ 
Yotis nnnquam aberis tu^ nee amor tuus. 
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" Ergo, dux bone, cum tuis, 
'^ Vivas et yaleas, delicisa mesB ! 

" Neu, si te quid amaverim, 
*' Lascivas reputes prorsiis Ibericas. 

'^ Sis felix ter et amplii&s : 
" Vivas et vigeas, deliciss mese ! '* 

' Et tu, dulcis Iberica, 
' Vivas fausta tuos inter Ibericos V 
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MAN'S CAREER. 

A BABY puleB upon his nurse's lap : 
A curious child wonders at ererj thing ; 
A boy blows bubbles in the flattering sun^ 
Or chases butterflies^ or hunts a bird : 
A youth impatient struggles for distinction ; 
Till weary soon he finds a home and rests^ 
Holds fast upon the present while he can. 
Then feebly casting back upon the past. 
Or dreaming of the future — so he dies. 



WOMAN'S CAREER. 

A BABY smiling in her mother's eye, 
-^^^ A busy child prattling unmeaningly ; 
A merry girl the staid nurse mimicking. 
Truth in her heart and laughter in her eye; 
A maiden longing for the name of woman ; 
A form of loveliness, a wife, a mother. 
Ruling obedient, without tasking teaching, 
And living all for others — once alone 
To serve herself, unselfish stiU — she dies. 
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THE LIPB-SBASONS. 

A yr AN'S growing heart is like the rolling year, 
*-^^ Whose spring is hope remotely bright, 

Whose summer ravishes delight ; 
Till sober autumn checks hilarious cheer. 
And tells a tale that other days are near. 
Then winter over-hangs with blight. 
And fogs that interrupt the light. 
Clouds of distress and apathy and fear. 
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PAN IS DEAD. 

THE shepherd's LAMENT. 

>AN is dead^ they say^ and Faunus I have never 

seen^ 
Tho' the lawns of Shady-camps are greenest of the 

g^een. 
What then^ when his ewes are teeming^ can a shepherd 

do? 
Whom shall now a Shepherd call to^ when the cold 

winds blow ? 

Pan is dead^ and not a Dryad lives in Shudy's oaks : 
Nor a Naiad in her fountains^ where the frog now croaks : 
Who then will befriend a shepherd when the fox 

sneaks by ? 
Who his new-dropt lambs will shelter from an evil eye ? 

Pan is dead, and not a wood-nymph roams o'er Shudy 's 

mead; 
Save in mortal rags and tatters gathMng sticks for 

need : 
How then shall a lonely shepherd pass his dismal hours. 
While the tardy spring still loiters, and the welkin 

lowers ? 
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He may play the lord and master in his puppy's eye, 
He may converse with the raven watching him hard by. 
He may count his sheep at morning and again at even ; 
He may dream of Amaryllis, and a shepherd's Heaven. 

Such was yesterday his pastime, and to-day the same ; 
Such shall be his sport to-morrow, such the next day's 

game: 
Day by day his face grows duUer and more slow his 

tread : 
that Pan were still alive, or he with Pan were dead ! 

For, the' nought of poesy now soothes a shepherd's life, 
Foot-rot, scab, and fly, and tick, are very, very rife : 
Who then would a shepherd be, where things like these 

are bred. 
And not a Hamadryad left, and Pan himself is dead ? 

Then must he to the city back : things are not as they 

were. 
It was a vain bucolic dream, the thought that brought 

him here: 

There let him roam as erst along the Syracusan's page> 

But trust no more to fields and groves in these de- 

generate days. 

Shudy Camps, 185*. 
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Bring it^ I BBjf right quick I Wliat a niggard screw is 

a man who 
stints his stomach at e'en, with plenty of drink in the 

cellar ! 
Poor unnatural ass ! how little he knows of the stomach ! 
Full of the best as a worm in a nut^ and full of 

caprices^ 
E'en as a king or a queen ; one needs must keep it in 

humour : 
For this right, alFs right; this wrong, and devil o* 

right is 
E'en from the head to the toe : pains here, pains every 

where else I 
Mysterious member! but I must not name it a 

member, 
Which is i' faith our all.— Come bring us a gallon of 

ale. Sue ! " 
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Vina mihi patera tu firamentaria largjl. 
Eia age ! fer citius : ne sit mora 1 

Proh, mifler iate 
Vespere qui parous ventrem contraxit, in antro 
Dnm cadus intere^ plenus tumet ! Inscius ergo 
Quas poscit natura vices^ ut tristis asellus^ 
Mystica contempsit ventris, Velut in nuce vermis. 
Venter, deliciis fartus tamen insatiatus, 
Ut rex aut regina viget ; quern semper oportet 
Jucundo placare cibo. Quo scsilicet uno 
Bitd salutato, Isetantur caatera : contrd, 
-^griiis hie si forte tulit quid, protenus omnis 
A capite ad plantas yehementer condolet artus. 
membrum egregium ! membrum mode dicere fas sit. 
Quo sine nil superest. Age, fer, Susanna, liquorem/' 
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THE TEA-TOTALLEB. 

"DLEST aa an angel is he^ who^ sober and addve 
^^ and upright, 

Sips his hyson at e'en in the midst of his family circle! 
Sympathy beams in his eyes, while young hearts glad- 
den around him 
Fresh from the fountain of youth, all teeming of hope 

and of honour. 
What 1 though luxurious viands nor silver adornments 
Glitter on his plain board : — ^yet a oloth more white 

than a snow-drift, 
Butter and eggs, are there, with milk and bread in 

abundance; 
Also the grateful aroma of tea, whose simply-refreshing 
Fumes leave reason alone : while salt, wit's delicate 

emblem. 
Sparkles about, not purer I ween than the generous 

humour 
Pour'd from the bosom of all. How the good man 

smiles, as he watches 
Butter and eggs and milk and bread all vanish afore 

them! 
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SOBRIUS. . 

"T^ELIX Hysonios qui sobrios hansit odores 
-*■ Vespere, dilectos inter dilectus et ipse ! 
Illi oculis micat almas amor^ fluitantia circum 
Graudia captanti pleno de fonte juventaa 
Derivata^ quibus neque deest spes^ nee bonestas 
Ire comes renuit. Non illi opsonia magno 
Empta^ neque argenti oonductum pondus et auri ; 
At nive candidior cumulate mensa^ novique 
Lactis bones pressique et copia panis et ova : 
Necnon dulce Tbeaa sand recreantis aroma^ 
Quo salva ratione fimi licet. Attamen illi 
Sal nitet in mens& purum ; neque purius ipsum 
Qudm cunctis nitet in gremio purum^ salis instar^ 
Ingenium. Anne vides ut vultu ridet bonesto 
Dum cum lacte ceres^ quin et comedentibus ova 
Vanuerint ? '' Heus ! Genua, age, fer lac/' clamat, '^ et 
ova! 
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*' Jenny ;" he cries, " more butter ! I say, more butter, 

— and eggs too. 
Here not an egg is left : but a hen just now in the 

&rm-yard 
Told of an egg fresh-laid and cackled aloud in her own 

praise. 
Fetch it, I say; come Jenny, be quick: Ha! — the 

water is all gone ! 
Water — blessing above all price of gold or of silver ! 
Water — elixir of life ! that springest free from below as 
Light from above, dispenser of health, restorer alike of 
Outer and inner man — thou cheapest, best of phy- 
sicians I ^ 
Who lacks thee, lacks all: may God's good bounty 

reKeve him 
Dirty and djy as he is I But we have plenty by God's 

grace. 
So let us all Him praise. 

Come ! fill me the teapot again, Jane !'' 

' ovTos laTpwy X^otoq, St e£ ifiev o'iffiTai ov^iv. 
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Ecce^ nihil snperest ! tamen ut gallina recenter 
Depoaitam glocitans (andisti) praddicat ovnin : 
Quod tu^ Grenna^ feras^ ne sit mora. — Jamque aqua 

deest ! 
liquor, argento, quin et pretiosior auro ! 
liquor egregius vita) ! qui prosilis im&, 
TJt lux e 8upei& mundi regione, salutis 
Largitor, curare cutem mortalibus sdgris 
Qui potes extemam, neque tu minus interiorem, 
medicus vere mirabilis, integer, insons, 
Te mode qui careat, caret omnibus : utpot^ foedum 
Et siccum talem Deus adjuvet. Eli igitur laus 
Qui nos ditavit satis et super. Heus ! aqua — Genua ! '* 
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A TORT BISHOP. 

A GAINST the Church the Whigs may rail, 
•^^^ The Radicals may rave; 
But let a Tory's voice avail 
One Bishop for to save. 

He wears no gown nor sleeves of lawn. 

Nor hides a cloven foot ; 
But cloves enow are seen, I trow. 

Upon his saflron suit. 

A lemon stove with many a clove 

Roast till he squeaks for pain; 
Then heat a quart of generous port, 

And plunge him in amain. 

And here you have his Reverence 

All smoking in the bowl. 
And holding forth strong arguments 

To cheer a sinner's soul. 
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WHITTINGTON AND HIS CAT. 

A LEGEND OT LONDON. 

Part I. 

GOD prosper long our good Lord Mayor^ 
And give him wealth and wit ! 
A little wisdom too mote well 
His judgment-seat befit. 

Gome listen^ all ye prentice lads^ 

Sore set to drudge and fast^ 
How that good luck and industrie 

Will make a man at last. 

When our third Edward ruled the land, 

A king of glorious fame^ 
A humble boy there lived also, 

Dick Whittington by name. 

His father and his mother too 

Were laid beneath the sod : 
But he was left, and all alone 

The path of misery trod. 

s 
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No woollen hose wore he^ nor shoes 

Upon his shivering feet; 
A tatter'd cloak was all he had 

To ward the rain and sleet. 

Yet^ though his breast was cold without^ 
His heart was warm within; 

And he grumbled not^ for weU he wot 
That envy is a sin. 

And he would fight with all his might 

To earn his daily bread : 
Alas^ to think how oft he went 

All supperless to bed ! 

Now he had heard of London town^ 
And what the folks did there : 

How aldermen did eat and drink^ 
And plenty had to spare. 

And how the streets were full of shops^ 
And shops were full of food ; 

Of beef and mutton^ cheese and ham, 
And every thing that^s good. 
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And how the men and women all 

Were lords and ladies there ; 
And little boys were rigged as smart 

As monkeys at a &ir. 

Bat what most wonderfnl did seem 

Of all he had heard told^ 
Was how the streets of that great town 

Were paved with solid gold. 

Heyday ! thought he, if only I 

Could get to that fine place ! 
^Twould not be long ere I would change 

My miserable caae. 

Now started off for London town 

Before the break of day. 
He fared beside a waggoner 

Who drove his team that way* 

All day they trudged until the sun 

Had sunk behind the hill 5 
And when he rose again next mom 

He saw them trudging still. 
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At length a multitadiiioiis smoke 

Hid half th' horizon round : 
And such a sight of chimney-pots ! 

Dick gaped with joy and stound. 

He thought how often he had lain 
Beneath the cold damp air ; 

While here was house-room sure for all^ 
And fires i' fiuth to spare. 

^Twere hard indeed if one should need 

A chimney'^comer here : 
And from the drays that blocked the ways 

Small lack could be of beer. 

^Twas thus thought Dick^ and so full quick 

The waggoner he left ; 
And was not long^ ere thro^ the throng 

His nimble way he cleft« 

Thro' street^ thro' lane^ full fast he ran ; 

But marvelled to behold 
The ways all strown with dirt and stone, 

And not with solid gold. 
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And folks were not all lords^ he thought^ 

Nor ladies of degree : 
For here were rags^ and here were tags. 

As in his own countrie. 

Yet, where such plenty seemed of all 

A hungry lad mote need, 
Tho' rags were there he did not care : 

He could not fail to speed. 

So at a shop he made a stop : 

Before his well-spread board 
The vict^Uer stood, in jolly mood ; 

Dick thought he was a lord. 

In cap ydight and waistcoat white 

He beckoned folks within ; 
While fumes arose to tell the nose 

Of all that savoury bin. 

Dick's joy was great to see the meat ; 

So in he ran with haste : 
Alas ! roast beef is nought but grief 

To such as may not taste. 
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The yictller^B eye right scomftilly 
Scanned Dick from foot to head ; 

Who begg'd, for love of God above, 
A bit of meat and bread. 

'' For one small groat it may be boughb 

'' I'faith it is not dear : 
'' Bat no sirloin withonten coin, 

" Nor room for beggars here.^ 
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Thereat a pamper'd cur rash'd forth 

And bit Dick's naked feet : 
Who by the Wrathful victualler 

Was shoved into the street. 

Next, shivering in his tatter'd dress 

He viewed a clothier's store ; 
But, as he was all penniless. 

They drove him from the door. 

Ah, tradesmen sleek I ah, Christians meek I 

Why will ye swell with pride 
When ragged want or wretched woe 

Stands shivering at your side ? 
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Alas^ poor boy ! what could he do ? 

The busy crowd swept past ; 
But all on self intent^ or pelf ^ 

No eye on him was cast. 

He strove to beg : some heard him not, 

And some would not believe ; 
Some heard him and believed him too^ 

But yet would not relieve. 

Oh I hunger is a galling thing. 

Where nought is there to eat ; 
But three times more it galleth sore 

To starve 'midst bread and meat. 

Now just as Dick, all spent and sick- 
Had laid him down to die, 

A citizen of gentle mien 

It chanced camovwalking by. 

A merchant he of high degree. 

With rufBes all of lace ; 
And Nature's true nobility 

Was blazon'd in his fEbce. 
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He ap did pick and home led Dick^ 

And gave him food to eat : 
Then sent him to a clean warm bed, 

Not back into the street. 

" Thank God ! for that I pass'd that way 
" This night/' the good man cried ; 

'' For had I walked another way, 
'' Poor boy ! he might have died/' 

The morning come, Dick early rose. 
And thanked him from his heart ; 

And told him how no friend on earth 
He had to take his part. 

" Then I'm your friend,'* the kind man cried, 

'' And you shall live with me : 
'^ And you shall tend my merchandize 

'' And keep my granary." 

How danced for joy the lucky boy 

To see his alter'd plight ! 
He watch'd his granary by day. 

And lock'd it fast by night. 
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Now stored within this granary 

Were com and wine and oil 
And cheese^ and other precious things 

Which rata and -01106 do spoil. 

So there with Dick ydwelt a cat ; 

A tabby cat was she : 
As sleek and soft, and eke as fat. 

As any cat conld be. 

And she about his legs would purr, 

And on his knees would sit ; 
And every meal he took, for her 

He saved a dainty bit. 

And not a mouse came near her house 

But swallowed was alive : 
And not a rat but felt her pat — 

No wonder she did thrive ! 

Now scarce three moons had waned and fiU'd 
Since Dick^s lone hours she cheer'd, 

When at her side, as Heaven will'd, 
A kitten there appeared. 
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Then Dick's delight was doubled quite ; 

For one may well avouch, 
Whatever fun there was in one 

In two was twice as much. 

All black and red this kitten's head 
Looked like a poUsh'd stone : 

All red and black this kitten's back 
Like tortoiseshell it shone. 

Full sure I am that well its dam 

Might dote on such a kit : 
The very rats that flee from cats 

Would stand and stare at it. 

Its tail it whisk'd and leapt and frisk'd, 

In weather fair and foul : 
Or cold or hot, it mattered not 

To such a merry soul. 

But who could see such joyful glee 

And not be joyous too ? 
So Dick forgot his sorry lot 

And l^gh'd as others do. 
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Which when the merchant saw^ and how 

The kitten it was grown, 
Of his free gift to Whittington 

He gave it for his own. 



Part II. 

t'^ OME listen all, both great and small, 
^^ Of high and low degree ; 
That ye may know this trae story 
And liye in charity. 

As wealth by waste and idle taste 

Soon falls to penury. 
So small estate becometh great 

By luck and industry. 

Content then be in poverty. 

In wealth of humble mind ; 
Like children of one family 

To one another kind. 
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This merphant now in foreign parts 
A venture fain wonld make ; 

And all the folk of his household 
Were free to share the stake. 

One risked a shillings one a groat^ 
And one a coin of gold ; 

And every one his stake anon 
To the ship's captain told. 

Then half in jest^ and half in shame, 
Dick fetched his kitten down : 

'* I too/' he to the captain cried, 
'' Will venture all my own.^ 



» 



The servants laugh'd : Dick would have wept, 
And therefore laugh'd the more ; 

But soon they stared for wonderment 
Who laugh'd so loud before. 

For now the captain, " Done," he cried. 

" A bargain, by my fay ! '' 
And calFd the ship's-mate in a trice. 

To stow the cat away. 
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He came so quick, no time had Dick 

To conntervaQ his joke : 
So all aboard poor Puss was stored 

Among the sea-going folk. 

Now from her mooring, all atant, 

Pat off at torn of tide, 
Adown the river's ebbing flood 

The gallant bark did glide. 

And, like some heavenward-soaring bird. 

She faced the open seas ; 
And seemed, as sick of land, to spread 

Her wings before the breeze. 

Then, as she flew. Puss fetch'd a mew. 

As if to say, " Poor me ! 
To think that I, a land-bred cat. 

Should thus be pressed to sea ! " 

But ere a week was past and gone 

He changed this plaintive tone, 
And, like a jolly sailor-boy, 

PurrM gaily up and down. 
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For lean and fat, a ship-board cat 
He found hath both to spare ; 

And legs by hosts for rubbing posts 
Are always lounging there. 

And then he oft would run aloft^ 

And just look out to sea ; 
Nor e'er a boy could scream Ahoy ! 

In shriller note than he. 

The fresh wind blew ; the light bark flew. 
And cleared the Channel's mouth ; 

Through Biscay's bay then cut her way 
And bore towards ^he South. 

For she was bound for Afric ground. 
Where wretched negroes dwell ; 

Who waste their days in idle ways. 
As I am loth to tell. 

Nathless the soil withouten toil 
God's gracious bounty yields ; 

And gum drops free from everjr tree 
Along the sunny fields. 
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And we are told how dnst of gold 

Stains all the river sands. 
And huge beasts shed their ivory tusks 

About the desert lands. 

Now what is not with trouble got 

Is seldom kept with care : 
For foresight and economy 

To idlesse strangers are. 

So these poor souls, their goodly stores 

' Not needed for the day. 
For trifles and for tromperie 
They barter all away. 

* 

Three days, three nights, our gallant ship 

Her southward course had steer'd. 

When o'er her larboard at the dawn 

Saint Vincent's cape appeared. 

Still southward yet three days, three m'ghts. 

Her steady prow she bore ; 
But when again Sol gilt the main 

Was spied Morocco's shore. 
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Now shonts of joy and busy noise 

Salute the rising day : 
The coast was made, the ship was stay'd. 

And anchored in the bay. 

As when a stranger hawk, that long 
Hath soared in middle air. 

Borne earthward, on a tree alights 

And makes his station there ; 

The myriad tenants of the grove 
Would fain his purpose know ; 

And flock around, yet hold aloof 
For fear to meet a foe : 

*Twas thus the negroes thronged the beach 

To view a ship at sea : 
While some drew down their light canoes. 

What mote the strange bark be ? 

Or friend — or foe ? They long'd to know. 

Yet durst not venture near. 
Till soon the boat was all afloat 

And off to lay their fear. 
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Afront were seen a king and queen, 

Whom all the rest obeyed : 
And all the good things of the land 

Belonged to them, 'twas said. 

Which when the captain heard, and how 

They had an ample hoard, 
Their companie requested he 

To dine with him on board. 

Now, wafted o'er the azure lake. 

The king and eke his queen. 
Behold them seated on the deck : 

The captain sat between. 

But ere the dinner it was served. 

While yawn'd the king for meat. 
Just to divert the royal mind. 

Puss rubb'd against his feet. 

Now you must know the royal toe 

It ticklish was to touch : 
But Puss rubb'd he so daintily. 

The king he liked it much. 

u 
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Then to his bride he spake aside^ 
And e'en was speaking yet^ 

When lo ! — ^the platter came^ — ^whereat' 
The rest he did forget. 

Now both did eat their fill of meat^ 

As sniteth royalty : 
No lack was there of the ship's best &re, 

And grog flowed copiously. 

And both did quaff, and both did langh. 

And both sang merrily : 
Till Puss could stay no more away. 

But came to join the glee. 

His tail he whisk'd, and leapt and frisk'd. 

As he was wont before : 
Whereat the king and eke the queen 

For very mirth did roar. 

Then up he gat, and sware an oath — 

That, for so droll a thing. 
In barter, of his choicest goods 

A shipload he would bring. 
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Thereat the captain — ^' Done ! *' lie criecU 

'* A bargain^ by my &y !*' 
And sent his whole ship^s-company 

To fetch the goods away. 

Now laughed the king and langh'd the queen^ 

And langh'd the captain he : 
A bargain struck at festive board 

Doth please so mightily. 

The goods were brought^ the ship was fraught^ 

And stowed away full tight. 
The king and queen, they drank till e^en. 

And slept on board that night. 

The captain rose at early dawn 

And called to th' king anon : 
'^ This cat is thine, this cargo's mine ; 

And now I must begone.^' 



The king awoke and waked the queeiij 

Who slept so heavily 
That full ten minutes passed away 

Before that she could see. 



148 WHITTINGTON 

Then clasping Pnss within her arms 
She nursed him like a child. 

The king his hnmour now was sad ; 
Ifathless the monarch smiled. 

Then down the vessels side he stepp^d^ 
And down the queen stepped she. 

And Puss was handed down perforce 
To join their company. 

Alongside lay the king's canoe^ 
Well manned with negroes ten ; 

Who swift row'd off the royal pair, 
With Puss all snug between. 

Then sung the captain — " All hands up ! 

The anchor haul amain : 
Unfurl the sails^ and point the prow 

For British lands again.'' 

'Tis done ; from out the tranquil bay 

Our goodly vessel glides ; 
And, homeward bound, on Ocean's back 

Right gallantly she rides. 
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Paet III. 

TV T OW when the merchant gave to Dick 
-^ ^ That kitten for his own. 
No thing he had alive or dead 
On earth save it alone. 

And so enamoured had he grown 

Of this his property. 
That sooth his heart did sorely smart 

When Puss was sent to sea. 

Then all was lonely as before ; 

Again he rued his plight : 
He moped in solitude all day 

And lay awake all night. 

So dismal and so desolate 

The granary now it seemM, 
He longed in the green fields to be. 

And where the sunshine gleamed. 
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Alas ! how weak our nature is 

Its cravings to resist ! 
For Dick betrajr'd his master's trust 

To follow his own list. 

He strolled abroad into the fields. 
He knew not where nor why ; 

Regardless of his duty quite 
About the granary. 

Now as it chanced, the new Lord Mayor 
Of London, that same day. 

To meet the king at Westminster 
Li state had ta'en his way. 

With such a charge the city-barge 

Did proudly flaunt along : 
And the bells of Bow were nothing slow 

To greet him with — drng^ dong^ 

While truant Dick all sad and sick 
Was wandering in despair. 

Hark ! hark ! the music of Bow*bells « 
Came wafted on the air. 
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They seemed to say — Turn WhiUUng-tan : 

Again turn WhU-ting'ton : 
And when he listened stilly they said — 

Lord May-or ofLan-^Um. 

Again he heard the self-same words 

Repeated by the chimes; 
Yet trusted not, till he had heard 

The same an hundred times. 



" It must be so : and I will go 

Back to my granary. 
Oh shame ! to be so fiBilse, while he 

Was true and kind to me ! '^ 

He tum'd, and reached the granary 

Before the fall of day : 
And not a living soul e'er knew 

That he had ran away. 

This foolish prank he sorely rued ; 

But now that it was o'er, 
And he all right again, he voVd 

He ne'er would do so more. 
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And 80 that night in peace he slept. 

And 80 to joy he rose : 
But while he slept, he thought he trod 

Upon the Lord Mayor's toes. 

" Patience — patience ! my little boy I 
Take heed to save your skin : 

The Lord Mayor is a portly man. 
And thou but small and thin. 

" Beware of cage, beware of cat 
That tails hath three times three : 

For he may strip, and he may whip. 
And he may 'mpriaon thee/' 

All in his sleep this sage advice 
Seem'd whisper'd to his ear : 

Nathless right on the Lord Mayor's toe 
He stood withouten fear. 

Again the day had pass'd away. 
And night was creeping o'er. 

When such a knock as mote him shock 
Was thunder'd at his door. 
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'' Hallo ! Hallo ! why batter so V 

In trembling voice he sung ; 
Whereat wide open flew the door. 

And in the captain sprung. 

" Good luck, good luck 1 my jolly buck l^ 

Why whimper there and whine ? 
Cheer up now, Maister Whittington, 

For — all the cargo 's thine ! " 

But Dick was so much us.ed to woe. 

He dared not trust on weal : 
Nor had he zest to point a jest 

To rouse the sailor's peal. 

Till soon the household, made aware. 

Game rattling at the door. 
And greeted Maister Whittington, 

Who was poor Dick before. 

They led him forth a man of worth. 

And humbly calFd him Sire; 
And placed him in a huge arm-chair 

Before the merchant's fire. 

X 
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The good man heard the mmour'd word 

And eke his daughter fair; 
And both ran straight to where he sate 

AU in this huge arm-chair. 

'Twas then the merchant langh'd alond^ 
And then the maiden smiled : 

And then the servants bow'd to him 
They had before reviled. 

For Poverty may blameless be 

Yet is an nnblest thing; 
And wealthy for all that good men preachy 

Doth sure obeisance bring. 

This truth found Dick^ who grew full quick 

Into an honour'd man ; 
Yet was he loth to let his luck 

Abide where it began. 

So joined he* jolly venturers 

In every good emprise ; 
It was no niggard share he staked 

In all their argosies. 



AND HIS CAT. 155 

All lacky ho came off at sea ; 

Bat lackier &r on Lmd^ 
Wheiias the merchanfa daughter fidr 

Gave him her heart and hand. 

Next he became an Alderman^ 

And Lord Mayor before long : 
And then — oh ! how the bells of Bow 

Did greet him with ding-dong ! 

E'en on that day they seemed to say 

L(yrd May-or of Lon-don : 
Bnt when he listened still they said^ 

Sir Bich-ard Whii-Hng'ton. 

Then thought }^ on the IncMess lad 

That swept the granary floor ; 
Nor ever in the pride of wealth 

Did he forget the poor. 

And so God save our good Lord Mayor^ 

And give him we^^th and wit : 
Bnt never let a prentice-lad 

Dick Whittington forget. 
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THE THREE WISHES. 

A rAMILT LSGIKD. 

IN wedlock once ('twas years agone) 
Were joinM a siinple pair; 
The man in sooth was wondrous poor. 
The woman wondrous fair. 

What wonder then that they should love. 

As none e'er loved before ; 
And tho' few worldly goods they had. 

They coveted no more. 

For woman is a generous thing. 

And loves for love alone ; 
And man he loves for beauty's sake. 

And dotes on flesh and bone. 

But flesh and bone they must be fed. 
As all the world d(Tth know ; 

Withouten food the loveliest flesh 
Most hideous soon doth grow* 
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Nor bone will ihriye on loye alone. 

If l»read and meat it lacks ; 
Withonten food, the stronger love 

The weaker bone doth wax. 

Now three weeks wedded had they been. 

And though he was so poor. 
The man, who had no goods Yrithin, 

Scarce passed without the door. 

The woman loved him still so much. 

She wishM for nought instead ; 
Yet did she pine, each night to go 

All supperless to bed. 

One night as o'er the hearth they sat. 

The embers glowing bright, 
^' My dear,'' quoth he, '^ most fair by day 

Thou'rt fairer still by night ! '' > 

'' I too,'' quoth she, '' do love thee now 

As ne'er I loved before j 
Yet, were I not so hungry, I 

Methinks should love thee more." 
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" Alas/' said he, " that poverty 
'' Should such fond hearts betide I 

I fisun would work, but love thee so 
I cannot leave thy side. 

" I wish that we were very rich I '' 
She answered, — " I am thine : 

And, though I never cared for wealth. 
Thy wishes shall be mine/' 

Scarce had they spoke when on the hearth 

Appeared a little fay : 
So beautiful she was, the room 

It shone as bright as day. 

Then waving thrice her lily hand, 
In silver tones she spake : — 

" Thrice may ye wish what wish ye please. 
And thrice your wish shall take. 

" I am your guardian fay,'' she said, 

'' And joy to see your love. 
What would ye more to make you blest 

As spirits are above ? " 



THE THBEE WISHES. 159 

Tke beanteons &7 then vonishingj 

The man he kissed his wife^ 
And swore he never was before 

So happy in his life. 

'' Now shall I be a lord^'^ said he^ 

" A bishop^ or a king ? 
We'll tiiink it o'er to-night, nor wish 

In haste for any thing/' 

^' Be it/' said she ; " to-morrow then 

We'll wish one wish, my dear : 
In the meantime, I only wish 

We had some padding here.^ 
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Ah ! luckless wish ! Upon the word 
A pudding straightway came ! 

At which the man wax'd high with rage. 
The woman low with shame. 

And as she hid her blushing eyes 

And crouch'd upon a stool. 
The man he rose and stamp'd his foot. 

And cursed her for a fool. . 
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He Btamp'd his foot and clenched his fist 
And scarce refrained from blows : 

" A padding I Zounds ! '' cried he, '' I wish 
Yon had it at your nose I '* 

Up rose the pudding as he spake 

And, like an air-balloon. 
Was borne aloft in empty space. 

But oh ! it settled soon — 

Too soon it settled — on the nose 

Of his unhappy wife. 
Alas ! how soon an angry word 

Turns harmony to strife ! 

For now the woman sobbed aloud 

Tq feel the pudding there ; 
And in her turn was angry too. 

And calFd the man a bear. 

But when their anger had burnt out. 

Its ash remained behind — 
Bemorse and shame that they had been 

So foolish and so blind. 
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The man brake silence firsts and said^ — 

^' Two wishes now are gone^ 
And nothing gainM ; but one remains^ 

And much may still be done/' 

'' Oh were it so ! But I have gained 

What much I wish to lose ! " — 
The woman blurted^ as she saw 

The pudding at her nose. 

Then off the pudding flew amain 

And rolled into the dish : 
For she in sooth unwittingly 

Had wished the other wish. 

Now when the man saw what was done 

His choler quick returned ; 
But when he looked into her face 

With love again he burned. 

For now she smiled as she was wont^ 

And seemed so full of charms 
That^ all unmindful of the past. 

He rushed into her arms. 

Y 
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*' Oh I how I joy thon 'rt not^" she said^ 
'' Nor biflhop^ hing, nor lord ! 

I lore thee better as thon art^ 
I do« npon my word I ** 

^' And I^" said he^ '^ do dote on thee. 

For^ now the pudding 'a gone^ 
There 'a not a face in any pbice 

So pretty as thine own ! 



But as we have the padding here 
^Tia all we want/' — said ahe. 

Suppose we jnat sit down awhile 
And eat it merrily ? '* 
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''With all my hearty my love,'' said he 

" For I am hmigry too : 
From this time forth 111 strive to earn 

Enough for me and you." 

The fay then reappeared, and spake 

The moral of my song:— 
'' ' Man wants bat little here below, 

Not wants that little long/ 
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'' Love is a heavenly prize in sooth^ 

But earihbom flesh and bone^ 
If they would love, must live as well. 

And cannot love alone. 

'' Then strive to earn the bread of life. 

And guard your body's health ; 
But mark — enough is all you want. 

And competence is wealth. 

" And to that happy soul who love 

With competency blends. 
Contentment is a crown of joy ! *' — 

And here the moral ends. 
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JOHNNY BROWN. 

A LBQSND OF CUXBSBLAND. 
I. 

TWAS fiff away in Cumberland^ 
Six miles firom any town^ 
A simple yeoman once ydwelt ; 

His name was Jolmny Brown. 
This yeoman dwelt in Borrowdale 

Where Derwent's waters rise^ 
And tho' the folk are rery good 
They are not very wise. 

II. 

Quoth Johnny to his wife one day — 

" The world is going ahead^ 
While you and I are as we were 

And shall be till we 're dead. 
I \e rid a horseback all my life 

Astride upon a sack 
While folk in town sit cock-aloft 

All mounted on a pack. 



L 



JOHNNY BBOWN. 165 

III. 

'' PU buy a saddle^ by the rood ! ^ 

Then^ shifting on her stool^ 
His wife croaked out — " Johnny Brown, 

Now don^t be such a fool I '^ 
But Johnny was of too true stuff 

To mind his wife a straw. 
So, perched on saddle, home next day 

He jogged, and laughed — Haw I haw ! 

TV. 

Now see him at his own house door. 

His wife come out to meet ; 
When lo ! tho' sorely chafed, he could 

Not stir from off his seat. 
So fast were both his wooden shoes 

Wedged in the stirrups twain 
He could not choose but where he sat 

He needs must there remain. 

V. 

A lackaday ! what shall we do ? 

The beast he must be fed ; 
And Johnny was aweary too. 

And wished himself in bed. 
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But Jenny croak'd^ " It serves thee right. 

For being such an ass ; 
Yet Dobby shall be fed j '^ — and so 

She turned him out to grass, 

VI. 

Now Johnny had supped well that day. 

And fiun had slept that night : 
'Twas bitter hard for man so dull 

To gaze at stars so bright ! 
At last — ^at last — the morning came. 

The grass was white with rime ; 
And Jenny came and croaked again — 

" Thou It mind thy wife next time/' 

VII. 

Some say his nose was frome away, 

Some say he died outright ; 
Howe'er it was, poor Johnny Brown 

He ne'er forgot that night. 
So ye fiEist men, and faster maids. 

Who scamper thro' the town. 
Pull up, ere ye be set too fast. 

And think on Johnny Brown. 
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THE DEATH OF CORMORAN. 

A LEOBND 07 COBNWALL. 

Part I. 

Monstrum horrendmn, informs, ingeng, 
LD Cormoran of Michaers Mount 



By all his teeth he swore 
That he would eat more butcher's meat 
Than a whole host from Cornwall's coast 
Of ten or fifteen score. 

In Arthur's reign this Giant lived ; 

A Giant huge was he ; 
His name was known in every town. 
From Devon's border to Land's-end, 

And eke from sea to sea. 

Six fingers on each hand 1^ bore. 

Six toes upon each foot : 
An ox's hide his glove supplied ; 
And three times ten stout Cornish men 

Could sleep within his boot. 
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And while he bathed his monstrous legs 

And straddled in the seas 
The bravest ship of Arthur^s fleet 

Might sail between his knees. 

His breath was like a gale of wind 

As now-a-days it blows : 
His sneeze was like a hurricane ; 
And leagues around was heard the sound 

When he did blow his nose. 

His laugh was like a thunderclap 

If e'er in jest he spoke ; 
And the waves that lay in Michael's bay 
Shook^ like a merry company, 

Besponsive to his joke. 

Thrice every day he gorged his fill 

And thrice he drank as well : 

One herd at least of salted swine. 

One hundred &tted beeves in brine. 

And eke a thousaoid casks of wine. 

Were stowed within his cell. 

On every Sabbath day at mom. 

While church-beUs tolled for prayer. 
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He took his club and took his horn. 
And took his belt with iron welt. 
And through the sea did fare. 



Then, foraging the country round. 

He pillaged every farm ; 
And hogs and sheep and oxen too 

Were felled by his strong arm : 
And then he bound them in his belt. 
And round his waist huge loads did pack. 
And swung the rest across his back 

And sought his isle again : 
And not a man of all who dwelt. 
Or high or low, within that shire. 
Or peasant, parson, or esquire. 

But dreaded Cormoran. 



The very magistrates themselves. 
Who once a fortnight did dispense 
King Arthur's justice at Penzance, 
Despite of justice and of law ' 
He made them cater for his maw : 

And tho' they lived in rusty pride, 
Nor took their country's pay, 

z 
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He spared them not for that a jot. 
Bat QBed to say the balance lay 
Upon the country's side. 

In sooth it was a grievons sight. 

And sad it is to tell. 
When Cormoran came o'er the sea 

What fearful things befel. 
He had no shame of his ill name, 

No sneaking thief was bom ; 
Bat standing stiff on the main cliff 

Nine times he woond his horn. 

Oh then I ween you might have s6en 

All nature in despair ! 
The bird soared high toward the sky, 

The wild beast sought his lair. 

The sheep ran huddling to a nook 

As they had seen a wolf: 
The snorting colt defied the brook. 

Or plunged into the gulf. 

The lazy-grouping steers that grazed 

Upon the mountain fell 
Forgot their pasture, all amazed. 

And pour'd into the dell. 
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The pigs that, buried in the straw, 
. Lay grunting snug and warm, 
Now helter-skelter scurried oflf. 
As if they smelt a storm. 

The watch-dog tore against his chain 
As he would choke with rage : 

But when he listened once agen 
He knew the voice of Cormoran 

And skulked into his den.- 

From every steeple on the coast 

And eke from every tower 
The village bells right merrily 

Did chime the matins hour ; 
But when they heard th^ accursed blast. 
Bach sturdy sexton stood aghast ; 
The rope it glided from his grasp 

And silence reign d around. 
Save here and there, where sudden jerk 
Had followed interrupted work. 
Like dying man^s convulsive gasp. 

There came a jangling sound. 

The lads and lasses, who that mom 
Had donn'd their Mgh-day trim. 
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Were fMciiig SDleoml J to pm jcr 

In modest gnifle md prim. 
Affiat thej walk'd in decent pride. 
And foaroel J rentnred side bj ade : 

Bnthark! it was — ^itwaa — 
Twftft Cormoran ! They knew the aoond 
Thai paralyzed the conntry roond. 

And harried off in mass. 
Forgctfal now of prayer and pride. 
In groopa they thrid the forest wide 

Or Inrk in cares together; 
And here and there a plighted pair 
Wander aloof in mate despair 

Or cronch apon the heather. 



PaetII. 

Ingenies ammoa angusto in pectare. 

T N Cornwall then there lived a youth 
-*- (Sach may that land ne'er lack !) — 
His mother called him '^ Johnny dear,'' 
His father call'd him '' Jack." 
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In sooth he was of gentle miim^ 

And of a nature kind : 
And though his body it was small 

It held a mighty mind. 

For he had read of fairy tales^ 

And deeds of high emprise ; 
And envied knights who died in fights 

Or lived in ladies' eyes. 

And not a wrestling match there was 

But Jack would try his skill ; 
And not a fair but Jack was there 

To wreak his merry will. 

And while he sat upon some rock 

And watched his sheep by day. 
His eyes were with his silly flock, 

His soul was far away. 

Sometimes he went to beard intent 

A Giant in his den ; 
Sometimes he thought he singly fought 

With twice two hundred men : 
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And when he found himself aground^ 

Not caring to be slain^ 
He sprang afoot, and off he shot 

Till he might breathe again. 

Now Jack, while he sat thoughtfully 
One glorious Sabbath mom, 

It so befel, as I did tell, 

That Cormoran wound his horn. 

The ewes were browsing o'er the downs 

And scattered far away ; 
The lusty lambs had drainM their dams 

And gambolled off to play. 

Now all did prick their ears right quick 

Astounded at the blast. 
As if a kite had soared in sight. 

Or fox had skulken past. 

And then they scoured about the lay 

And piteously did bleat. 
Till in the throng that rush'd along 

Each one its own might meet. 
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Cried Jack — ^' It is a shame^ I wis, 

A burning shame, to see 
This Cormoran, a single man. 

Defy the whole countrie ! 

" What tho' no hand on Cornish land 

Can wield the Giant's axe ? 
One heart there is as stout as his. 

And that one heart is Jack's. 

'' And, if I know a trick or two 

May serve me in good stead. 
This very night my mark I'll write 

Upon the Giant's head." 

That day pass'd by most tediously. 

And Jack the hours did count 
Till night came on, and he was gone 

Alone to Michael's Mount. 

His horn was at his collar hung. 

His hatchet in his hand ; 
Adown his side his spade was tied, 
A pickaxe at his back was slung ; 

And thus he left the land. 
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Acroii the bay he held his way 
And »wam with all hia might; 

It was io dark he scarce could mark 
The mountain's frowning height. 

But soon ho gained the rocky land. 
And, dripping from the wave. 

Ho peer'd around till he had found 
The hateftil Giant's cave. 

There, right afore the Giant's door. 

Ho dug a huge big hole ; 
Full deep and wide on every side 

He Booop'd it like a mole. 

With muohel toil be moved the soil. 
And then, to hide his tricks, 

Above the cavern's gaping mouth 
He wove a frame of sticks ; 

A frame of sticks, just strong enough 

To bear the living sward ; 
Which he so laid o'er as it was before 

Not a trace of the hole appear'd. 
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Then pickaxe^ spade^ and hatchet too 

Upon the ground he cast : 
And he took his horn to salute the mom 

And blew a jolly blast. 

Now how he danced, and how he pranced, 

To think what he had done ! 
But when he heard what then he heard 

He well nigh burst for fun. 

^'Holloa — Yaugh! HoUoar— Yaugh ! 

Who dares wake Oormoran ? 
As I am good, by my fatherfs blood, 

I smell a breathing man!'^ 

Then he rubbM his eyes and strove to rise, 

But woke so tardily 
That while he yawned the morning dawn'd 

And Jack bethought to flee. 

But while yet slumber his lids did cumber 

He blew another blast; 
And the Giant rushed out and blinked about. 

Till Jack he spied at last. 

A A 
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'^ What whipster is that, scarce as tall as a cat f 

Hell do to broil or bake : 
Bat he *b too small for me withal 

This long night's faat to break. 

'^ 'Tis Jack| I swear I Ah Jack, mon cher. 

This is a merry bout 1 
m pay your score — and all before 

Your mother knows you 're out." 

So on he strode : but soon he trod 

Aboon Jack's handywork. 
When in he fell, and roll'd pell-mell. 

Blaspheming like a Turk. 

Then Jack peep'd in, and rubb'd his chin. 
While thus he spake his foe : — 

*' Now, as you're good, by your father's blood. 
Dear Giant, swear not so. 

" Why thus perplex'd and sorely vex'd. 

Kind heart I for me and mine ? 
My mother knows I'm out, — ^but does 

Your father know you're in ?" 
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At Jack^s keen wit the giant bit 

Hiafleah with grief and pain: 
Then with mock glee — " Bravo ! " cried he : 

" Now help me out again/' 

Jack quick replied — ^' On either side 

With both your hands hold tight^ 
While I take care to seize your hair 

And puU with all my might/' 

The Giant did as he was bid^ 

When Jack his humour spoke : — 

For though so brave and aeeming grave 
He dearly loved a joke : 

" Stay, stay : the air is cold up here 

And you are delicate. 
It sure were best to breakfast first ; 
I well can spare to wait. 

*' But broil not me, who am, you see. 

Scarce taller than a cat : 
Not half enough ; besides, Fm tough ; 

Do pray instead take — that I '^ 
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Whereat a thump he dealt so plump 

Upon the Gianfs head^ 
That down he roUM upon the mould 

And there he lay like dead. 

Then Jack jumped down and kneeling on 
Him pull'd his clasp-knife out ; 

And here he g^h'd^ and there he alash'd^ 
As one would crimp a trout. 

Now such a flood of Giant's blood 
Came rushing from each wound. 

Jack well had need to off with speed. 
Or sooth he had been drownM. 

Then up he sprang, and, like a cock 
That dead hath struck his foe. 

He stood aloof upon a rock. 
And thus began to crow : — 

^' The deed is done ! the game is won ! 

Great Cormoran is slain ! 
Now frisk and leap, my pretty sheep, 

All merrily again. 
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^* The deed is done I the game is won ! 

Bight glorious Jack will be : 
All Cornwall's coast his fame shall boast 

For this great victory ! 

*' But who can know who struck the blow. 

Since none were here to see f 
What boots to Jack if he go back 

Without some true trophee ? 

'^ For men in sooth are wondrous loth 

To spend a word of praise : 
Though great and small are prodigal 

Of evil words always.^ 
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But off to bear the Giant's gear 

Jack was too weak of limb : 
He scarce could stand the weight on land ; 

Then how with it to swim ? 

Wherefore he felt beneath his belt ; 

Perchance he there mote wear 
A signet, or some love-token. 

Or lock of lady's hair. 
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For who BO fierce bat love may pierce 
His breasti to all unknown f 

What heart ao sere bat springs a tear 
In secret and alone f 

Bat Cormoran was not the man 

To rae his lonely conch : 
Nor pledge nor plight of lady bright 

Was there within his poach. 

There lay alone a steer's thigh-bone^ 

Sharp pointed, hnge, and thick ; 

Wherewith he used (for tell *t I must) 

monstrous teeth to pick. 



Now this took Jack, and on his back 

He slung the ugly spoil : 
And thus again he swam the main. 

Sore sick of blood and toil. 

The mom was bright, the breeze was light. 
Jack stemmed the wave meanwhile : 

And all Penzance came forth to see 
Who left the Giant^s isle. 
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They marked him ride the buoyant tide 

is one of stubborn mind. 
And how he cleft his way and left 

A blood-red track behind. 

Now Jack once more on Comwall^s shore 

Unslung his huge trophee : 
And all flockM round, and marked with stound 

What this strange thing mote be. 

So thick ! so long ! so sharp ! so strong I 

They saw the truth full quick : 
For who but he its lord could be ? 

'Twas Oormoran's own toothpick ! 

And who could seize that pocket-piece, 

Nor pay for 't with his head ? 
And who e'er felt beneath that belt 7 

It must be he was dead I 

Then did they shout with joyous rout. 

And Jack bore off amain : 
Right up Penzance they led their dance. 

Then led it down again. 
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It chaoced thmt mom the Ealdormui 

Sat there in ciyic state. 
On matters high of polity 

For to deliberate* 

So when this noise of men and boys 
Besomided through the street 

He felt the weight of high estate 
Ajod trembled in his seat. 

Bnt soon a scout who had peepM out 
These welcome tidings told : — 

'' They faring a lad — some thief, or pad I" 
Whereat he waxed more bold. 

For though he had no heart to beard 

A burglar stout and tall. 
He yet was glad to trounce a lad. 

Because he was so small. 

But threats soon turn to promises 

And punishment to praise. 
When Jack walks in and on the board 

Tha Giant's toothpick lays ! 



/' 
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The Edldorman \& all astound 

And scarce his eyes believes ; 
For 'twas long syne that he did dine 

Upon his own fat beeves. 

As fitting meed for such brave deed 

He fain would wealth bestow : 
But money there was then as rare 

As now-a-daya, I trow. 



But honour shone more bright than coin 

Before Jack's noble eyes : 
Awake — asleep — ^he still might keep 

Untarnished this fair prize. 



The Ealdorman then^ rising up^ 
While Jack before him knelt^ 

In Arthur's name he dubb'd him knight 
And girt him with a belt. 

The belt it was of good leather. 
With letters stamped of gold ; 

B B 
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And all the worid might read thereon 
This gimple histoiy told: — 

Cfito iM tifi baltattt ®onit0| man 
SBIIo ilrlD tin (triairt iEtonnocan i 
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THE VAIN MOUSE. 



T TPON a river side 
^^ A Prog had built his house^ 
And in a hole close by 

There lived a Utile Mouse. 



Now as they lived so near^ 
And went out in fine weather^ 

They used to meet sometimes 
And laugh and talk together. 

Thus as they jogg'd along 

So happily through ]i£e. 
The neighbours often said^ 

They must be man and wife. 

Now Mouse was rather gay^ 

While Froggy was most proper ; 

And so he said one daj, 

^^ 'Tis time for me to stop her.^ 



}> 
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That very afternoon^ 

As ihey were taking tea^ 
I love yon^ Mouse I '' said he ; 
Pray will you marry me ? " 
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But Mouse was very vain ; 

And^ though mice are so rife^ 
Fm sure she thought herself 

The prettiest mouse in life. 

So, looking grave at Frog 
That he should dare to woo^ 

She said, — " How can I love 
A cold, damp thing like you ? *^ 

Then jumping from her seat, 

As if to show her spite. 
She whisk'd him with her tail. 
Nor wish'd him once good-night. 

But, as it 80 fell out, 

Old Pussy had been walking, 
And stopped to listen there 

While Prog and Mouse were talking : 



— I 
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And just as this vain Mouse 

Was trotting home to bed. 
Old Pussy cried, — *^ Stop, stop ! " 

And seized her by the head. 

Then Froggy, who peeped out 
And saw how she was treated, 

^' It serves her right," said he, 
" For being so conceited/' 

So Pussy took poor Mouse 

And gave her to her kittens, 
Who Bupp'd upon her flesh. 
But saved her dkin for mittens. 
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COCK ROBIN AND JENNY WREN. 

'' /^^ OOD mornings dear Robin I'' said sweet Jenny 

^ Wren : 

'' Good morning; sweet Jenny V said Robin again. 
Then^ chirping and flirting and hopping and bobbing^ 
Together sat down Jenny Wren and Cock Robin. 

Then Jenny broke silence : — '^ Ah me ! if yon knew. 
Dear Robin, how this little heart beats for yon. 
It hardly would happen that poor Jenny Wren 
Must always give place to Dame Robin your hen.^ 
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" Sweet Jenny V' said he, " you don't surely suppose 
That Robins can trifle like jackdaws and crows I 
You know birds of my quality must be decorous. 
Though, between you and me, sweet, it may sometimes 
bore us.'' 

*' Then come, my dear Robin I then come to my bower. 
Now the trees are all leaf and the fields are all flower : 
The world may tell stories, — I don't care a fig. 
While pretty Cock Robin is perch'd on my twig." 
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Cock Bobin was tickled^ and thrice chirp'd aloud^ 
And thrice wagged his tail and thrice graciously boVd : 
Then he bustled and rustled and whistled so high 
That he woke a dull owl who was dozing close by. 

" Whit-a»whoo I" cried the owl, as he blink'd with sur- 
prise: 
" Where is he ? — this sun is too bright for my eyes/' 
But a cloud passing over, as if fate was in it. 
He pounced upon Bobin at that very minute. 

Poor Cock Bobin ! alas that he should be so frail ! 
How could he give ear to her flattering tale ! 
The Owl minced him for supper : but had he been wise 
He had still supped himself on Dame Bobin's mince- 
pies. 
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THE PROUD EAGLE. 

AN Eagle dwelt upon a rock 
And perched upon ihe topmost stones 
Whence he would pounce on bird and beast 
And bear them off to pick their bones. 

He was a proud and cruel bird^ 
And boasted of his beak a>nd claw ; 

His eye could reach both far and near 
And hunger was his only law. 

One morning in the month of May 
A lamb was bleating on the lawn : 

" A fig for lambs ! " said he ; '* to-day 
FU breakfast on a pretty fawn.'' 



But every pretty fawn that day 
Was sheltered by its careful dam : 

So as he could, not breakfast there 
He turned again to find the lamb. 
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And though he might have caught a hare 
Who hurried oflP towards her brue^ 

'' Nay, think not, silly puss,'' he cried 
" That I would stoop to lun9h on you 1 '' 

But now the shepherd watchM his lambs. 
And, as he dared not venture there. 

Away he flew, and swore aloud 
He'd gobble up alive the hare. 

He passed a little mouse just then. 

Nor deigned to touch such paltry food : 

But soon he found the prudent hare 
Had stole away into the wood. 

Then in a passion back he flew 

To swallow whole the little mouse ; 

But little mouse her danger knew. 
And so had crept into her house. 

And now the evening dews were rising, 

And, as the light was waxing pale. 

This proud bird (deem it not surprising) 

Was glad to sup upon a snail. 

c c 
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YOUNG LUMPKIN'S HYAENA. 



IT waa once on a time people said a Hysona 
Lived close by the village and had a snng lair ; 
They were tore 'twas a real one^ yonng Lumpkin had 
seen her^ 
With a head like a wolf and a tail like a bear. 



Old Ghffer moreover, who used to sit quaffing^ 

One night heard a scuffle and found a goose dead ; 

And Dame Slipperslopper had often heard laughing 
While folks were, or ought to have been, all abed. 

So with common consent they determined to stop her. 
For hyaanas they said were a mischievous race : 

So Oaffer and Lumpkin and Dame Slipperslopper 
Sallied forth one fine morning all girt for the chase. 

They soon reached the hole where they reckoned to 
find her. 
And all took their posts as they gathered round 
close ; 
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And the Dame she peeped in^ though no mole could be 
bHnder^ 
As she settled her spectacles over her nose. 

But just at that moment our old friend the Foz^ 

(For no more and no less was Young Lumpkin's 
Hyssna) 
Was starting to visit old Gaffer's &t cocks^ 

And he brushed past her face just as if he'd not 
seen her. 

She started — her glasses fell into the hole^ 

And backward she tumbled and shriek'd like a child ; 

Young Lumpkin stood silent and look'd like a fool ; 
Old Gaffer ran homeward^ as if he was wild. 

But before he got home he had lost a fine chicken^ 
And Dame Slipperslopper came back in chagrin : 

But the Fox grinn'd with joy while his chops he sat 
Ucking, 
And put on the glasses^ to pick the bones clean. 

When a fool prates of wonders — a ghost or a dragon — 
Believe not his story^ albeit he may swear ; 

For be sure^ that as usual the world will still wag on 
And never a dragon nor ghost will be there. 
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THE YOUNG THRUSHES. 

▲ TRUE 8T0BT. 

A PRETTY Thruflh with speckled breast 
•^^^ Within a yew had made her nest 

And laid her five eggs there : 
Five pretty eggs, so smooth and blae. 
And, like herself, all speckled too. 

She brooded with much care. 

By day, by night, so close she sat. 
No babbling dog, no crafty cat. 

No boy her secret knew : 
Nor bird — save one, who sat apart 
And whistled to console her heart, — 

Her gentle mate, and true. 

Thus time passM cheerily away ; 
Meanwhile her bosom day by day 

With kindling fondness yeamM : 
Till, on the mom when it befell 
Her callow nestlings burst the shell, 

With mother^s love it burned. 
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Now all seemed brighter to her ejre^ 

The earth more green^ more blue the okj, 

For all with love was dyed : 
And while she flitted round for food^ 
And pick'd it for her helpless broody 

She wished no joy beside. 

Alas J that joy so sweet and pure 
Should be on earth so little sure ! 

But such is Heaven^s decree. 
Puss marked where she was wont to fly^ 
And watched her with a yellow eye. 

And noted well the tree. 

Now stealthily she crept, beneath. 
And there she crouched as still as death 

Till home the Thrush might go : 
But mother's eyes are open wide. 
And soon the cautious parent spied 

The ambush of her foe. 

Wherefore she went not near the yew, 
But quite another way she flew. 
And Pussy's game seem'd lost : 
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For all in vain ahe atrore to find 
The neat which lay ao cloae and blind. 
Where two thick atema were croaa'd. 

Then, baaldng in the annny ray. 
She aeon began to pnrr and play, 

Aa all on love intent : 
And mildneaa, like the yelvet paw 
Which doak'd the terrora of her claw. 

Belied her natural bent. 3 

'Twaa thna, whenas the senselesa brood. 
Who miaa'd awhile their 'customed food. 

Began to chirp complaints ; 
Am if their mother knew not best. 
Or would not charge her careful breast 

With all their little wants. 



Full soon their folly did they rue ; 
(Aa foolish children always do ;) 

But ah ! they rued too late : 
For Puasy heard their silly wail. 
And pricked her ears, and lashed her tail. 

And gnxni'd with scorn and hate. 
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Then up the tree amain she sprung^ 

From branch to bough she leapt^ she clung. 

Till, right within the nook 
Where lay the nestlings snug and warm. 
She planted her terrific form. 

And all the yew-tree shook ! 

How then they trembled in despair 
And long'd to have their mother there. 

Most grievous is to tell : 
And how Puss scorned such unripe meat. 
And fiercely spumed them with her feet. 

Till on the ground they fell, 

Alas ! poor birds I had they been still. 
Nor chirped their little plaints of iU 

While all was for the best. 
The unheeding cat had walked away. 
And they had lived secure that day 

Within their happy nest. 
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M. P., OR, THE MAGPIE. 

A MAGPIE once was such a dunce 
-^^- That all the people said. 
More bricks would lie in a fish's eye 
Than learning in his head. 

And though his mother herself did bother 

And every trouble took. 
Yet not one word could that dull bird 

Repeat without his book. 

Till once he saw a young jackdaw 
Who dearly loved his lette'rs ; 

Though not so much his taste was such 
As 'twas to ape his betters. 

However this be, the jackdaw he 

Could tell a funny story ; 
And many a bird his prattle heard 

And envied him his glory. 
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But when he showed the wondering crowd 

How he could spout and swells 
The Magpie tried for very pride 

If he could do as well. 

And every night by candlelight 

He connM his lessons o'er. 
And every mom with the herdsman's horn 

He rose and practised more. . 

Full soon he thought himself well taught. 

And then began to chatter : 
And the careful dame, his mother, came 

To see what was the matter. 

Like Mister Peel, he smiled a deal 

And cuU'd the fairest diction. 
And looked quite true, though well he knew 

That every word was fiction. 

Then to his nose he raised his toes. 

And gravely looked askew ; 
And thought himself a clever elf — 

And his mother thought so too. 

D D 
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'' Cftw, caw V quoth she. '' He Bore most be 

An orator or poet ! 
Fll hare him sent to Parliament, 

That all the world may know it/' 

Bat thongh he ahone so much alone 

And made his mother stare, 
" The Members '* swore he was a bore 

And had no business there. 

Yet there he is, and there I wis 

He 's likely still to be ; 
As, should you call at Stephen's hall. 

Yourself may chance to see. 
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THE PIGEON AND THE HEN, 



OR, THE PBIDE OP STATION. 



A MILK-WHITE Pigeon (records state) 
'^^- Was wedded to a milk-white mate : 
Nor envied prince nor potentate. 

This dainty dove. 
While crouching to her lord she sate 

And coo'd her love. 

Indulged in all her heart's desire 
She felt no spark of lawless fire ; 
So plumed herself throughout the shire 

A pattern wife. 
And chid Dame Partlet, as in ire. 

For her loose life. 

^^ A scandal to our sex, I vow. 
Those cackling ladies of the mow ! 
Or black or red, or high or low, 

They have no care ; 
So he's a Cock — ^'tis quite enow 

For welcome there ! '' 
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Dame Partlet heard; bat felt no shame. 
And let alone the vaunty dame 
To nnrse her pride of wedded fame ; 

Herself content 
That conscience whispered her no blame 

Of evil bent. 

A shot ! — the dove — she knew the sound ! 
Her milk-white mate has ta'en a wound : 
He languishes upo^ the ground : 

His swimming eyes 
Heed not his comrades hovering round : 

He gasps— he dies. 

Oh ! what can stint a widoVs grief f 

Our pattern wife defied reUef. 

No grain picked she, no sprouting leaf, — 

As folks could see : 
A pattern widow (to be brief) 

She fain would be. 

So, trimly prinn'd, she sat alone, 
And leaned her breast against a stone. 
As one for ever woe-begone. 
And would not coo. 
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No wonder that a suitor soon 
Came down to woo. 

^' A vulgar blue-rock, by my fay ! 
Without the gentle pouting way 
Of him that died the other day : 

Alas ! he ^s gone ! 
And sore it is for one to stay, 

And live alone !^' 

This blue-rock pressM his suit so close. 

Now .i^utting up upon his toes, . 

Now whispering something nose to nose,— 

Our milk-white dove 
OrouchM to him, as the story goes. 

And cooM her love. 

Dame Partlet eyed the scene askaunt. 

And spake : — ^^ The pampered few may vaunt 

Their dainty taste o'er such as want ; 

But coarser bread 
Is good enough to one who can^t 

Get fine instead.^' 
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THE OYSTER AND THE MUSCLE, 

OB^ THE U8E8 Of ADVEBSITT. 

A N Oyster^ full of health and pride^ 
^^ Once heard a Muscle by his side 

O'er cruel fate repine ; 
Driven by the tyrant flood to roam 
An outcast from his riyer home 

And sicken in the brine. 

While faint lay one and gaped half-dead. 
The other hugged his native bed 

And snuggled in his shell : 
" Poor paltry child of ooze V* he spake, 
'^ From Ocean's sons example take^ 

And dare to laugh at ill/' 

E'en as he spake the dredgers came 
And fish'd him from his depth amain 
And stoVd him in the boat : 
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To London thence he found his way. 
Where high and dry with more he lay, — 
A dozen for a groat. 

The play was o'er, the people thronged ; 
Yet feared he nought, howe'er he longed 

In Ocean's sand to delve ; 
But now a Captain of the Blues ; 
Dropt in at Arthur's to carouse 

And call'd for oysters twelve. 

The word went out, the knife went in ; 
Our Oyster, naked to the skin. 

Was brought upon a plate : 
The captain saw, the captain seized. 
And quick three drops of lemon squeezed 

Upon his smarting pate. 

The pride of the Ocean then gave way ; 
He crisp'd his beard (as people say). 

And fetched a heavy groan : 
" Ah me ! " he thought ; " how light to bear 
The troubles of our neighbours are I 

How grievous are our own ! " 
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LUSUS SHAKESPEARIAN! 



ABIEL 8UPEBBIEN8. 

^JUNC ftpi comes Tigebo ; 
*^ ^ In campanuli latebo : 
Deinde yespertilione 
Vecta, cantanti bnbone, 

Longd lat^ 

Sab aofltate 
Per obscamm volitabo : 

Mox quieta; 

Laata — lasta^ 

In secreto arboreto, 
Sabter floacnlom latebo. 



SoirGS ATTBIBUTED TO ShAXEBFBABE. 

I. 

Where the bee eucke there Iwrh I : 

In a eoweUp*e hell I He : 

There I couch where owU do cry. 

On the haSe hcbck do Ifiy 

After ewnmer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily, ehaU I Uve now, 
Under the hloieom that hangs on the hough. 
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II. 

DESOLATUS AMIENS. 

FUEE, fare, tristis Bure ! 
Mihi benignior 
Tuus acer dens, 
Qu&m ingrata mens 
Hominis, et dignior. • 

Namque, non familiaris, 

Neque notus, 

Neque fotus, 
Neque fraude, me sectaris. 



II. 

BloWt hlowt thou winter wi/nd I 

Thou wrt not so unkind 
As ma/rCs ingratitude : 

Thy tooth is not so heen, 

Because thou art not seen, 
Although thy breath he rude, 
Heigh'ho ! sing heigh-ho I unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly 

Then heigh-ho I the holly 1 

This life is most jolly, 

E E 
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Floret hyeme nil, nisi ilex : 

Marcet ita 

Flosin vitft; 

Vani ardores. 

Falsi amores, 
Hetas fit dura silex. 

Coelam ! amarS congelare : 
Qa&m sis asperatum, 
TJrit amarior 
Qu8B mihi carior 
Oblita caritatam. 

Esto lymphas indurari : 
Tu mihi lenius 
Es et amcBmus, 

Quam sues non recordari. 



Freeze, freeze, thou hitter thy : 
That do9t not bite eo nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
Am friend remembered not. 
Heigh-ho! 8ft. 



INSANIT LEAR REX. 211 

Floret hjeme nil nisi ilex : 

Marcet ita 

Flos in vita ; 

Vani ardores, 

Falsi amores 
Pietas fit dura silex. 
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Gandidnlo velata peplo lemur esse videbar^ 
Dum tacit^ praBtervolitabam laminis instar. 
Aiunt dura mihi prsdcordia : si lubet^ esto : 
Duiiimod5 prima geram florum regina coronam. 



Fertur amore mori;— si quia rult credere, credat: 
.,,H;-r Fertur cor tabere ; — quid hoc mihi denique, si sit ? 
Plurimus optabit me ducere fortior isto : 
Namque ego prima geram florum regina coronam. 



Sit mihi parva comes, quantiim sim nobilis, Effa ; 
Tuque adsia, genetrix, meque admirere superbam : 
ITndique pastores venient, pueri atque puellsB, 
Ast ego prima geram florum regina coronam. 

Celsa suprd limen passim rosa brachia flectit ; 
Grata vigent ripas nasturtia propter aquosas ; 
Galtha paludosis splendet velut ignis in alveis ; 
Atque ego prima geram florum regina coronam. 

Sub noctem rediens tremulas volat aura per herbas, 
Dum rident placido IsBtantia sidera flatu : 
Cras sine nube dies pradterlabetur amoenus ; 
Cras ego prima geram florum regina coronam. 
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Collibus eflfblgent ranuncnlus et naroiasus; 
At latet in rignis Tiridiflaima yaUibus herba : 
Riyolas a cliviB properat lascivna ad CBquor; 
Atqae ego prima geram flomm regina coronam. 

At vigila^ genetrix^ et me memor eripe somno I 
Crastma lax claro clarissima sorget in anno^ — 
Craatina lux IsDto IsDtissima ! namque ego, mater, 
Cras regina geram florum toa nata coronam. 



n. 



Ol vigilare queas, genetrix mea, me quoque somno 
^^ Eripe mane, novum simul ac sol afiferat annum : 
Non posthac redeunte anno nova lustra videbo, 
Sed me terra premet, sed lumina morte tegentur. 

MsBrebam ciim sol abiena secum abstulit anni 
Gktudia pra^teriti, solatia temporis acti : 
Annus init pereunte anno ; tamen ille vireti 
Non mihi suave decus, non florea rura reducet. 
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Egimus in Mail floralia nostra calendis ; 
Queis ego pronitui merits regina coron&. 
Ad spinam et corylum conjonximas inde choreas^ 
Donee summa super magalia vidimus IJrsam. 

I^uno flos omnis abest : crustata fenestra pruin& est : 
l^ec mihi quid superest si non spes unica veris. 
solvatur hyems ! o Sol spatietur in alto ! 
Usque adeo ezpecto flores moribunda novellos. 

I^idificans quass& corvus crocitabit ab ulmo ; 
Yannellus tremulo modulabitur ore per aryum ; 
Quin arguta redux veniet super asquor hirundo : 
Ast ego sub tumulo^ genetrix^ tacituma jacebo. 

Htmo temen ad tuinulum, juxtAque sacraria templi, 
Sol primo cineres inyiset mane sepultos ; 
Ante ruber viridi qudm cantet ab aggere gallus^ 
Dum tu lenta cubes^ genetrix^ dum terra quiescat. 

Cum redeant flores^ non me sub luce cadenti 
Eirantem genetrix per rura videbia opaca ; . 
Dum Zephyras gelido sospiret flamine, fontes 
Inter arondineos, matnraqoe gramina campi. 
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Condita dumosft^ genetrix^ mea membra sub umbrft 
SeBpiufl ipsa^ tu» soboliB studiosa^ revises. 
Hand oblita quidem^ te prsstereunte^ jacebo, 
Conscia ego qvA pes suprcL tuus instet in herbft. 

Quid^ yaga si fnerim f qoid^ si leris ? attamen ista 
Tu miH condonas^ genetdx^ frontique genisque 
Oscula mille premens : neu me lacrjmere peremptft^ 
Altera namque domi superest tibi filia matri. 

Si mod6 fas^ genetrix^ placidft de sede revertar^ 
Teque iterJim ante oculos^ minimi tibi visa^ yidebo : 
Audiam^ et ipsa tacens pendebo loquentis ab ore^ 
Saope adstans^ genetriz^ dum me procul inquis abesse. 

Ergo yale^ longilmque vale : ciimque ilia supremiim 
Dixero^ et elates a limine videris artus^ 
Ne petat Effa meum^ nudum sine flore^ sepulcrum ; 
Cara sit Effa tibi, merit6 me carior ipsft. 

Arma, quibus colni viridana, qusrat in horreo 
Effa sibi ; sua sunt me decedente sub umbras : 
Die tamen, ilia rosas ut, nostrum opus, ante fenestram 
Curet, uti solitum est^ et apricam mizmionettam. 
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Ergo vale^ genetrix^ et me mane eripe somno^ 
Quam noctu vigilem matutinus sopor urget : 
Attamen expectare renascentem juvat annum ; 
Tu me igitur^ genetrix^ me^ si potesj eripe sOmno. 



III. 

QJJM moritnra fui jam nunc ego viva supersum : 
Viva sequor per agros balantes auribus agnos. 
Qu&m TTiilii trist^ novus memini auperadstitit annua ! 
Quslm cupii spectare crocos ! cui jam violas adsunt. 

quslm dulce recens violas decus inter apertum : 
Dulcia et SBgrotas teneria balatibua agnua : 
Dulds ager circum^ floa et mihi dulcia in horto : 
Attamen optanti mortem mors dulcior eaaet. 

Durum erat ire olim, featumque relinquere aolem : 
Durum hodid aupereaae. Deua tamen ordinat, et sit. 
I^eu mihi ait culpas aedem anticipate beatam^ 
De qu& asepe mihi paator bonua iUe locutua. 

p p 
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feliz valeat mveis bonus ille oapiUiSi 
Elysi& doneo mecnm reqnifirit in umbrA I 
feliz animo yigeat pins ille benigno^ 
Pro quo BSBpe preces addebam mille precaati. 

Me lapsam docoit^ qoam restitnit tamen XTnufl — 
TJnos^ qui serb reducem tamen aocipiet me : 
Non ego si possem^ mater^ revalescere vellem ; 
Tantos e6 qa5 me Jesus vocat ardor eundi. 

Non equidem murum tremere^ aut ululare sub umbr& 
Audivi catulum : signum mihi certdus adstat. 
Quin propior lecto assideas^ palmamque prebendas 
Hanc genetriz ; tuque> E£b^ illam ; signumque docebo. 

Coelitils audita est mihi vox ! dum Luna cadebat 
Mane propinquanti superantibus onme tenebris : 
Nam yentus ruere^ atque arbor dare mota susumim^ 
Atque animam vox ilia meam appellare vocatam 1 

Tunc ego reclusis oculis te^ mater^ et Effiun 
Ante focum vidi positas^ absens tamen ipsa; 
Et consolabar pro vobis fortiter orans ; 
Ciim mihi dulce melos per vallem venit ad aures. 



I 
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Ausoultare silens^ at qosB delusa forem ; tihn 
Nescio qu89 venit mihi vox, et nesoio cnjus ; 
Gaudia tanta animnTn rapueront et tremor artus ! 
At melos ecce iteram per vallem venit ad anres. ^ 

Yos tamen in somnis : at ego^ '^ Mihi nuntia^^' dixi^ 
" Vox ea, terque melos rediens signo accipiatur : " 
Quo dicto^ propius venit subiitque fenestram ; 
Deinde iterum coslum petiit siluitque sub astris. 

Nunc igitur mihi tempus adest : et gaudeo ; nam qa6 
Id melos ivit^ eo jam mox hie spiritus ibit. 
Non equidem invideo si eras me fata voc&rint ; 
Tu tamen E£b illam solabere^ filia matrem. 

Verba precor, ne se vexet, bona ferte Bubino ; 
Neu deerit qu®, me meHor, solabitur iUum. 
Forsan et ipsa (Deo placitom) sim nupta Bubino ; 
Sed me fata vocant, sed amor petit alter ab illo. 

Ecce ! rubet coelum^ jam nunc Sol surgere caapit^ 
Mille revisit agros^ unos mihi quosque notatos : 
Lux redit — ^ast illos iterum nunquam ipsa redibo ; 
Flos nitet ut solitum^ sed non mihi carpere fas est. 
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Dolce quidem et mimm— vooem Ii89c de Sole loqaentem 
Fortd viaB extra soils eras esse faturam ! 
IJni ibi cum justis animisqae quiescere puns ! 
Qexdque quid vita est^ cor non properemus abire P 

Semper in letemum patriam servare beatam ! 
Qa5 mox tu genetriz^ Effi comitantej migrabis. 
Pattris ut in gremio recubare in luce JeboveBi 
Qui scelos hand vezat^ quk fessi in pace quiescont ! 



••"^"^-—^ 
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TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS. 

LESBIA'S LINNET. HIS LIFE. 

FBOX CATCLLUS. 

T INNET^Lesbia'sdarHngbird! 
"■^^ Whom she pets and fondles in her neck^ 
Or gives a finger when thou askest food^ 
And tries to teaze thee to an angry peck ; 
Or, while I am glowing with desire. 
Some caressing game still plays with thee. 
Just to pass the dull time pleasantly, 
Or, may be, to cool her own lovers fire : 
that I too so might with thee play ! 
Twere as sweet as was of erst, they say. 
The golden apple to the light-heeFd maid, 
Which loosed the waist that she so long had stayed. 
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LESBIANS LINNET. HIS DEATH. 

FROM CATULLUS. 

T OVES and Cupids, weep with me, 
-■^-^ And who of mortals softer be 1 

Lesbia's linnet dead he lies. 
For whom she would have barter'd her own eyes. 

Oh 1 he was so sweet and rare. 

And knew her for his very own, 
As any girl has e'er her mother known : 
Nor ever from her bosom would he fare. 

But hopping round, now here, now there. 

Chirped and piped to her alone. 
Alas ! he travels now by that dark track. 
By which no traveller e^er came back I 
dark and hateful Death, be thou accurst. 
For every thing that 's pretty thou devour*st : 
And now this pretty linnet hast thou felled. 

hateful Death ! O deed of shame ! 

For, whom but thee, Death, have I to blame. 

That Lesbia's eyes are now so red and swelled ? 
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FROM ANACRBON. 

npHRACIAN fiUy, teU me why 

-*- Dost thou ever pertly fly. 
Glancing at my form askew, 
ThinkingI can nothing do ? 



Know, my wanton, I would fain 
Hold thee with a tightened rein ; 
Mounting then thy glossy side. 
Proudly o'er the race-course ride. 

Now thou cropp'st the flowery mead^ 
Frisking light with sportive tread : 
But thou soon shalt rue thy fate. 
Bent beneath a master's weight. 
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FROM THE SAME. 

T T EBE a mortal while I stay 
-*• -'■ Treading life's uncertaiii way. 
What is past I know full well. 
What's to come I cannot tell. 

Care, begone ! I want not thee : 
Till cold Death shall summon me, 
I will play and dance and sing; 
Jolly Bacchus is my king. 



PROM THE SAME. 

"Orov ir/ft» Tov dlvov* 

\ Tl yTHILB the merry cup goes round, 
^ ^ Business lies in slumber bound : 
What for labour, what for paiuj 
What care I for sordid gain ? 
K in death I needs must lie. 
Let me live before I die. 
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FROM THE SAME. 

T^RINK and sporty and^ while you may, 
■^^^ Jolly cups to Bacchus pour : 
Dull Disease may come and say — 
You shall drink and sport no more. 



PROM THE SAME. 

Ov fxot fiiXei Tvyaao, 

^1 THAT'S it to me though Gyges he 

^ ^ Were Lydia's lord of old ? 
I have no care who princes are, 
Nor envy kings their gold. 

Be mine at noon my beard adown 
The soft perfume to spread ; 

Be mine at eve to interweave 
Fresh roses for my head. 

My only care is this day^s fare ; 

^Tis now the time for gladness : 
But if the morrow shall bring sorrow 

'Twill then be time for sadness. 

G G 
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FBOM THE SAME. 

\ Tl ZHY prate to me about the laws ? 
^ ^ Why argue on eflfect and cause ? 
I want no rhetorician's rules^ 
I hate the learning of the schools. 

Teach me rather how to sip 
Bacchus' cup with dainty lip. 
Teach me rather how to rest 
On golden Aphi*odite's breast. 
See, my hair is waxing grey ; 
Let me frolic while I may. 

Hither, boy, and with thee bring 
Limpid water from the spring. 
Hither, boy, and in the bowl 
Mix rich wine to drown my soul. 
Life is short and should be gay: 
When we're dead we cannot play. 
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FROM HORACE. 
Od. I. 4. 

(Solvitur acris hyems) 

OTUBBORN winter now is melting at the sweet 
*^ return of Spring and Zephyr ; 

The seaman now is hauling down his vessel : 
Now the herd delight no longer in their stalls^ nor in 
his hearth the ploughman ; 
Hoar frost no longer glistens in the meadows. 
But the Gytherean Venus leads her revels while the 
moon is southings 
And hand in hand the Nymphs and decent Graces 
Lightly with alternate footing trip on earthy while heavy 
sweating Vulcan 
Still labours on at his Cyclopean furnace. 
Now we must entwine our bright hair, either with a 
verdant sprig of myrtle 
Or with some flower which the thawed earth will 
furnish. 
Pallid Death with unrespecting foot alike upon the poor 
man's hovel 
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And kingly castle treads. happy Sextos ! 
Life's amount is short and warns us not to feed a hope 
of late enjoyment ; 
At hand e'en now is night with fabled ghost-land^ 
And the shadowy house of Pluto^ whither once arrived^ 
no more^ beUeve me^ 
Wilt thou be free to pass the rosy bottle. 
Nor young Lycidas to cherish, now so fondly loved by 
his companions ; 
On whom the maidens too will soon be smiling. 
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Od. I. 8. 
{Lydm, die per omneB) 

nr^ELL me, Lydia, by all the Gods I pray thee ! 
-*- Why thou thus with love art killing Sybaris : 
Tell me why he hates the sunny Campus, 
Who the dust and heat can bear so well. 



Tell me why he rides not with his fellow soldiers, 
Nor his GaUic charger bits and manages : 
Tell me why he shies the yellow Tiber, 
Shunning oil, aa if 'twere viper's blood. 

TeU me why his Umbs no more are bruised with armour. 
He who often used to stand so glorious 

When his quoit was pitched outside the distance. 
Or beyond the mark his javelin hurFd. 

Tell me why he hides him like the son of Thetis, 
Who they say at Troy's sad taH disguised himself. 
Lest a manly garb might force him forward 
Where the Lycian troops were dealing death. 
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Od. I. 9. 

(Vides, ut altd $tet tyive) 

O EE — ^the snow lies deep upon Soracte^ 
*^ And the labouring tx^ees bewray their burden ; 
While the river-streama are stayed and cumbered 

With rocky ice. 

On your hearth the cold-dissolving faggots 
Freely pile^ and firom the inner cellar 
Fetch a larger flask of your old Sabine, 

OThaliarch! 

To the Gods all else may well be trusted ; 
They the stormy wind can loose or fetter. 
As they will the aged ash and cypress 

Or stand or fall. 

Care not thou for what may be to-morrow; 
Place to gain each day that passes over : 
But, my boy, the sweets of love despise not. 

Nor yet the dance. 
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While morose grey hairs hold off thy temples. 
Now thy day is due to camps and gatherings ; 
And the nightfaU claims a tender whisper 

At promised hour. 

Now a pleasant laugh from some sly comer 
Oft betrays a damsel close in ambush. 
Who may make you free to snatch the token 

She will not give. 
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Od. I. 11. 

(jPu ne qtiCBiieria) 

A SK not — ihou canst ne'er discover — ^what for thee 
•^^- or me, Leuconoe, 
Destiny has purposed; neither try thy Babylonian 

ciphers : 
Better far to bear with patience whatsoever may befall : 
Whether many winters wait us, or this one may be our 

last 
Which the Tuscan sea is breaking now against the 

opposing coast. 
So be wise, and fill the bumper : clip long expectation's 

wings: 
Jealous time, while we are talking, will have flitted and 

be gone. 
Use the present day, the morrow trust not — ^it may 

never come. 
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Od. I. 13. 

{Gvm tu, Lydia Telephi) 

\ ^ 7HEN, Lydia, you praise tliat gay deceiver, 

^ ^ His rosy chest and waxen arms. 
Ah, woe to me ! I feel my boiling liver 
Swell with distempered bile. 

Then my mind raves, my colour comes and goes^ 
A sweltering drop steals down my cheek. 

And makes it plain what slow-consuming throes 
Are wasting me away. 

I bum, to see where that intemperate youth 
Has madly bruised thy fisdr white neck : 

Or where upon thy lip the youngsteres tooth 
Has left a teU-tale speck. 

Never, believe me, will he long protect her. 

Who thus could maul a lady's lip. 
Which in quintessence of her own sweet nectar 

Venus herself did dip. 

H H 
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O happy they whom the close ties of wedlock 
Have firmly join'd imd hold for ever. 

To Uve at ease in that deUghtfal deadlock 
Till death their love shall sever ! 
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Od. I. 22. 

{Integer* vitce scelerisqtte purus) 

T^HE man of upright life and pure, 

-*• He needs not Moorish lance, nor bow 
With poisoned arrows in his belt 

Where'er he go. 

For me, while in the Sabine wood 
Too far I wandered, idly charmed 
With thought of Lalage, a wolf 

Fled all unarmed. 

A beast — than which fierce Daunias 
In her oak-woods ne'er bred a worse. 
Nor Juba's land, of lion- whelps 

The arid nurse ! 

• 

Then place me where the blighted trees 
Are never fanned by summer-air. 
On frozen plains where fogs and clouds 

Perplex the year : 



236 FBOM HOBACE. 

Or place me right beneath the sun 
In country of no mortal^s choice^ 
m think on Lalage'a aweet amile^ 

And her aweet voice. 
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Od. I. 23. 
(Vitag himmlea me iinUlis) 

Y'^HLOE, like a fewn thou shunn^st me 
^ Looking for its timid mother 
On the mountains^ vainly frighted 
At the zephyr and the grove. 

For^ should Spring but only rustle 
Fresh among the quivering foliage. 
Or green lizards stir a bramble. 

Trembling heart and Umb it stands. 

But I do not want to crush thee. 
Like a tiger or a lion : 
Cesuse to cling then to thy mother 
Fitter for a husband now. 
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Od. I. 24. 

{Quii denderio ni pudor) 

i^"^ AN there be a shame of sorrow, can there be a 

^^ stint of grief. 

When so dear a soul is taken f Come, Melpomene, 

begin 
Thou, begin the song of mourning, thou to whom thy 

Father gave 
With the lyre a liquid voice ! 
Then does everlasting slumber press upon Quintilius f 
Modest worth, and stainless honour — always found on 

side of right, — 
And bare truth were ever with him ! Honour, modesty 

and truth, — 
When shall they his equal find ? 
Many good men did bewail him : no one, Virgil, more 

than thou : 
Vain, alas ! was thy affection ! vain the hope with which 

thou pray^st 
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To recover back Quintilius ! for the gods have borrowed 

him — 
Never to redeem the trust. 
What if thou couldst modulate thy lyre with a more 

winning touch 
Than of old the Thracian Orpheus when the forest 

followed him ? 
Could a bloodless spirit ever rise again to soKd life. 

Which but once Mercurius — 
Little likely to be soften'd to remit a doom to prayer — 
With his fearful wand compelling, gathers to his 

gloomy flock. 
Hard it is I but we must bear it : and a load which 

must be borne 
Patience may alleviate. 
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Od. I 26. 

{Mtuii atfUctu triiHHam) 

OND of the Muse, 
I will hand over to the froward wind 

Sorrow and fear, 
To bear them off into the Cretan sea. 

Why should I care 
What savage king may rule on Arctic shores, 

Safe as I am. 
Or who may Tiridates terrify ? 

Thou, that delight'st 
In purest fountains, tie me sunny flowers, 

Tie me a wreath 
For my dear Lamias, sweet Pimplea ! 

What without thee 
Can praise of mine f But his fresh tones and his 

Lesbian air 
Thou and thy sisters should inaugurate. 
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Od. I. 38. 
(Pei'sicos odi) 

13 OY ! I hate these Persian fineries ; 
-■^ Lace-bound coronals disgust me : 
Never care for me to hunt out 
Where the latest rose of summer 

Lingers. 
I would have thee take no trouble 
For aught else than simple myrtle : 
Myrtle will not misbecome thee^ 
Neither me, within my vine-bower 

Drinking. 



T I 



« 
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Od. IL 3. 

{JEquam memento) 

TV yriND to keep an even temper^ though thy path 
iVl in life be rough ; 

Nor the less^ should Fortune smooth it^ mind^ Delius ! 
to curb 
All insolence of joy : 
For die thou must ; 

Whether thou hast spent in sadness all thy span of 

mortal life^ 
Or on holidays reclining in the quiet grass hast cheer'd 
Thy genius with old 
Falernian. 

Where the taU pine and white poplar join their boughs 

as if for love. 
Weaving hospitable shelter ; where the shy and trem- 
bling brook 
Winds busily adown 
Its rugged way ; 



FBOM HOBACE. 248 

There let wine and liquid perfume^ there delicious 

flowers be brought 
Ere the roses fade^ while Fortune favours thee and 
Youth, before 
The fatal Three shall cut 
Thy thread of life. 

Go thou must ; and leave behind the new-bought' 

forests, and the hall. 
And thy villa which the yellow Tiber washes ; thou 
must go. 
And all thy heaps of wealth 
Thy heir will take : 

Be thou rich, it matters not : or sprung from ancient 

Inachus, 
Or a pauper of the lowest, sleeping under the bare Bkj, 
The victim each alike 
Of ruthless Death. 

» 

All are bound for the same haven : soon or late the lot 

of each, 
Turning in the fatal urn of Destiny, shall fall, and doom 
Eternal banishment 
Alike to all. 



244 FROM HOBAOE. 



Od. II. 16. 

{Otiwn Divos rogat) 

Ty EST— the sailor caught afloat 
^ ^ On the wide Egean sea. 
When black clouds put out the moon, 
Nor a guiding star peeps forth — 

Best he prays. 

Best the Thracian battle-furious, 
Best the quiver-girded Mode ; 
Best — which jewels will not buy, 
Nor the Tyrian purple-dye, 

No — nor gold. 

For the tumults of the mind 
Hoarded treasure fails to soothe ; 
And the cares that flit about 
Corniced roofs no guard of state 

Can remove. 

He lives well whose humble salt 
Shines on his paternal board. 
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Whose light slumbers neither fear 
Nor a sordid hankering 

Steals away. 

Why, so shortlived, at so mnch 
Aim we f Why to other lands. 
Other climates, do we hurry ? 
Can the man who flies his home 

'Scape himself ? 

Anxious care upon the war-ship 
Climbs, and with the clashing trooper 
Gallops, swifter to attend him 
Than a stag, or e'en the wind that 

Drives the storm. 

Wouldst thou quaff a happy present ? 
Pry no deeper, smiling careless 
Be the cup a little bitter : 
Happiness was never quite free 

From alloy. 

Early death snatch'd off Achilles, 
Long old age Tithonus wore ; 
And for me perchance some blessing 
Which to thee may be forbidden 

Time wiU bring. 
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While a hundred flocks around thee^ 
And Sicilian heifers low^ 
Thee, the lord of high- trained horses, 
Bobed in purple wools twice-dipt in 

Africdye; 

Me a rustic homestead shelters : 
But impartial Fate has lent me 
Grfficia's fine poetic spirit. 
And a sense to spurn the graceless 

Herd of men. 
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Od. II. 18. 

{Non ehv/Ty neque auremn) 

VT EITHER ivory nor gold 

•*• ^ In house of mine upon the ceiling glitters ; 

Nor Hjmettian. cornices 
Rest upon columns quarried in far Afric : 

Nor as heir of Attains 
Have I^ an unknown man^ usurped a palace; 

Nor for me is purple wool 
Spun by the hands of honourable ladies : 

But a kindly vein of wit, 
And eke an honest heart, have brought the rich man. 

Me, who am so poor, to court. 
Why should I teaze the Gods for ampler fortune ? 

Why should I a patron sue, 
I-^ blest enough with my own Sabine homestead f 

Day is jostled on by day ; 
New moons are growing but to wane and perish : 

Thou, upon death's very door. 
Art hewing marble blocks and building houses. 

Mindless of thy sepulchre : 
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And oat into the bed of noisy Ocean 

Fain wonld'st press the Baian coast. 
As by the bonnds of nature cramped and straitened ; 

Nay — but, in thy greedy whim. 
Thou still must have thy neighbour's field and cottage. 

Boot his fence and level ail 1 
He, outcast with his wife and wretched children^ 

Marches off from house and home. 
And wraps his father's Lares in his bosom. 

Yet no surer hall awaits 
Its wealthy lord and master than that house 

Where rapacious Death is lord. 
Then wherefore strivest thou t For king and cottier 

Gapes alike impartial Earth : 
And neither gold nor cunning could recover 

E'en Prometheus back again. 
And haughty Tantalus with all his race 

Stoop'd at last^ and boVd to fate : 
But for the weary peasant a deliverer, 

Whon the day of life is o'er, 
Call'd or uncall'd, relieves him of his burthen. 
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Od. III. 7. 

(Qmdflea, Auterie) 

\ IS 7HY dost thou weep, Asterie, for him 
^ ^ Whom the first breeze of Spring will bring 
thee back 
Beladen with a rich Bithynian freight — 
Gyges, the young, the true F 

He, now detained upon the Oric coast 
Where the mad winds of Autumn drifted hii];i. 
Passes alone, and not without a tear. 
His cold and sleepless nights : 

Though from his hostess comes an earnest messages- 
How she, poor Chloe, sits and sighs for him ; 
With full a thousand other crafty tales 
To tempt his love withal : 

Telling how once a false and wicked woman. 
Admiring the too chaste Bellerophon, 
FoiPd of his love, induced her credulous husband 
To send him to his death ; 
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How Pelens was nigh hurPd to Tartams 
Because he would not love Hippolyte : . 
And other sin-persuading histories, 
To undermine his faith. 

In vain : for, sterner than the Icarian rocks, 
He hears but heeds not. But in turn do thou 
Beware. Enipeus, thy delightful neighbour. 
May grow too dear to thee. 

Than he can no one with more skilful hand 
Manage his horse upon the turf of Mars : 
Than he can no one with more rapid stroke 
Swim down the Tuscan stream. 

Yet mind to close thy doors at early night. 
And never look into the street at sound 
Of plaintive music. Let him call thee hard : 
Do thou but hard remain. 
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Od. III. 18. 

(Faime Nympharum) 

/^ PAUNUS I lover of the flying wood-nymphs, 
^^ Over my fences and my sunny country 
Step kindly, and departing leave thy blessing 

On my young stock ! 

So dies for thee the kid at each year's closing ; 
For thee with love-inducing wine the goblet 
Is overflowing, and the ancient altar 

With incense smokes. 

For thee, each year, December's nones returning. 
Sport in the grassy field all kinds of cattle ; 
The festive village in the meadow idles. 

Both man and beast. 

Amongst the bold lambs then the wolf may wander. 
While all for thee its leaves the wood is shedding ; 
The merry ditcher then his hated earth spurns 

With toe and heel. 
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Od. III. 9, 

{Donee grattu eram Hhi) 

HOBACB a/nd lydia. 

HOBACB. 

\ 1 7HILE I thee could please^ 

^ ^ While no petted boy might fling 
His arms about thy neck^ 

Happier I than Persia's king. 

LYDIA. 

While thou loved'st none else^ 

Lydia second to no other, 
Lydia I renowned 

Prouder lived than Rome's old mother. 

HORACE. 

Me now Chloe rules, 

SkilFd in verse and lyric measure ; 
Fain I 'd die for her, 

Fate but only spare my treasure 1 
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LYDIA. 

I in mutual love 

Fondly now with Calais strive ; 
Twice I 'd die for him, 

Fate but keep the boy alive ! 

HORACE. 

What should love returned 

Yoke afresh the severed twain ? 
What were Chloe spumM, 

Lydia welcomed once again F 

LYDIA. 

Than a star he 's brighter : 

Bougher thou than Adrians sea. 
Thou than cork too lighter : 

Yet — I 'd live and die with thee ! 
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Od. III. 12. 

(Miierarwn e$f) 

'" I ^IS a dull life for a woman — ^not to sport in lists 

•^ of love 
Nor to drown her cares in nectar^ but to tremble at 

the frown 
Of a scolding cross old uncle ! Neobule^ thou art 

drawn 
From thy distaff by the winged boy of Venus, by the 

bloom 
Of the Liparean Heber, from thy needle and thy loom : 
When he comes all fresh anointed from his bath in 

Tiber's waves. 
Biding better than Bellerophon himself; he never 

foiled 
Or at fence or in the footrace. He can single out a 

stag 
As it bounds across the open when the herd is driven 

down : 
He can fix the wild-boar lurking close within his braky 

lair. 
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Od. III. 22. 

(Montium cuatos) 

/^\ VIRGIN ! guardian of the irees and mountains ! 
^-^ Who, when young wives invoke thee in their 

trouble. 
Dost hear their prayers and rescue them from danger, 

O triform Goddess ! 

Be thine this pine that overhangs my homestead ; 
Which, every winter, with a young boar's life-blood. 
Ere he has glanced his sidelong thrust, I vow to 

Present rejoicing. 
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Od. IIL 13. 
(0 Font BanduauB) 

\ ^ 7ELL of Bandusia^ that outsparklest crystal^ 
^ ^ Well worthy thou of luscioas wine and flowers ! 

To-morrow I am sped 

To offer thee a kid^ 
Whose early horns just budding on his forehead 
Already seem to threaten love and battle : 

In vain : — ^his wanton blood 

Shall stain thy limpid flood. 
Thee never do fierce dog-day heats distemper : 
Within thy pleasant shades the ox^ plough-weary^ 

Makes him a quiet home. 

And flocks forget to roam. 
E^en thou too shalt be ranked with famous fountains : 
Since I have sung the holly-crested cavern 

Down from whose rocky head 

Thy babbling stream is shed. 
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0D.IIL21. 

(0 nata nvecum coiMule Manlio) 

/^ORK'D by me in '' thirty-fodr/'— 
^"^ Whether grumble, whether joka, 
Whether strife or mad amour 
Or soft slumber to provoke, — 

Worth at least a jolly bout. 

Bottle ! thou dost hold thy sherry. 
Come then, give the ripe wine out ! 

I and Munnie would be merry. 

He, though soaked in Attic Greek, 
For all that is no bad fellow : 

B^en old Person once a week. 

If not oftener, went home mellow. 

Thou canst put a gentle screw 
On the hard or secret temper : 

Thou canst loosen wisdom too 
And its ravelled soul unhamper. 

L L 
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To the aiudoas hope^ and pluck 
To the poor, thoa dost afford, 

Fain with thee to run amuck 

At baiKff 'a writ or soldier's sword. 

So mayst thou prolong our feast 

With social love and pleasant graces, 

-—Only let the candles last, — 

Till the stars have paled their faces ! 
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Od. III. 2a. 

(CcbIo Hupinaa ii ttUeria mcmus) 

/^^NLY lift tliine open hands to Heaven 
^-^ While the moon is filling, rustic Phydil, 
Only oflTer incense to the Gods with 

A pig and grain ; 
So thy fruiting vine shall feel no blight of 
South- wind, nor thy com the barren mildew ; 
So thy younglings shall not droop and wither 

At autumn's breath. 
Though the bull that feeds on snowy Algid, 
Pasturing among the oaks and hollies. 
Or that fattens in the Alban meadows, 

A victim doomed. 
Well may stain a pontificial altar, 
Thee behoves it, not with slaughtered cattle. 
But with sprig of rosemary and myrtle,^ 

Thy gods to tempt. 
Let but guileless fingers touch the altar. 
So a pious cake or crackling biscuit 
More avails to soothe the angry Lares 

Than costly feast. 
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Epod. II. 
(Bentiu ille qm proctd negoHii) 

" TDLEST is he who fer from business, 

-"^ Like the olden race of men. 
Works his own paternal acres, 

Free from lawyers' mouthy din ! 
Undisturbed by war's fierce trumpet, 

Fearless of the angry sea. 
Caring nought for courts of princes. 

Or for courts of Equity. 
See him now the vine's ripe-budding 

Stock to the tall poplar wed. 
Cutting out unlikely branches. 

Training happier shoots instead : 
Or he gazes down the valley 

Where his roaming cattle creep. 
Or he pots his dean-squeez'd honey. 

Or he shears his silly sheep. 
Or, when Autumn fruit-beladen 

Bears his head above the land. 
How he loves to gather grapes and 

Pears ingraft with his own hand 
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For Priapus, or his guardian 

Sylvan ! Now, in weary guise. 
Under some old &yourite holly 

Or in tempting grass he Ues : 
While the quiet stream glides past him, 

While the plaintive wood-birds sing. 
And to aid his gentle slumbers 

Babbling fountains near him spring. 
But when Jove's hybemal season 

Pills the world with rain and sleet. 
Then with hounds he drives the wild boar. 

Where to foil him stands the net : 
Or he pegs his wily springes 

Greedy thrushes to ensnare. 
Or he lays a noose to tangle 

Foreign crane or timid hare. 
Who amid such scenes would care for 

Love— perchance to vex his heart ? 
Yet maybe a tidy body 

Might be found to bear her part; 
Say — a brown Apulian housewife 

Or a hardy Sabine lass. 
Who would pile the logs to cheer him 

When the dew falls on the grass, 
And would pen his flock at even. 

And would milk his happy kine. 
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And his nnbonght supper season 

And fetch out his sweet new wine. 
Me not more nor Lucrine oyster^ 

Me not turbot more^ or char^ 
Nor snoh fish as^ weather-driven^ 

In our seas the rarest are> 
Me not more the fowls of Guinea 

Or Ionian woodcocks please, 
Than your fat round olives gathered 

From the heavy-laden trees. 
With the meadow-loving sorrel 

And the wholesome mallow-root. 
When a lamb is slain to Faunus, 

Or wolf-worried kid is got. 
Feasting thus, how sweet to see one's 

Full-fed shearlings tripping home. 
And the weary-stepping oxen 

With the upturned ploughshare come. 
While the servants stretch at leisure 

Bound the hearth's still-gleaming stone I '' 
Thus a lawyer spake in August, 

Weary of his dusty chamber; 
Bo he left 4he law for ever : 

— ^But returned before November. 
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^^ CHILD OP MY HBART/^ 

/^"^ HILD of my heart ! my only one ! whom I 

^^ Was first to tempt with smiles and sounds of 

love 
In welcome to the light and living world : 
Now art thou laid upon a feverish bed. 
As helpless as the day I met thee first. 
And wouldst unlearn ihe lesson I taught then. 
And hear a welcome to the world of darkness. 
What can I preach — to thee, who art indued 
With so much human grace and elegance. 
Such fine intelligence and docile spirit. 
That thou dost seem a very gem of light 
In the dull quarry of humanity F 
How then commend the shades of death to thee ? 
Thus will I say to thee — and not in vain : — 
This light and living world is but a name ; 

H M 
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Earth is a packet on the voyage to life, — 
The vessel whereupon we all are stoVd, 
In passing to eternity. These graces, 
Wherewith we plume ourselves, are but as flowers 
In the hand of a passenger, to please his sense 
And hold betwixt the vulgar crew and him ; 
While to the self-same port are carried all 
Who trust them to the gale, that bloweth free 
To all alike, in steerage or in cabin. 
But every one, according to his berth. 
Must pay his several dues — in coin of truth 
And love and purity. If these be thine. 
As well I know, then go thy way rejoicing. 

•l 

Jan. 1857. 
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AD INFANTULUM MORIBUNDUM/ 

DORMIAS, mi parvule ! non ut olim 
In flinu matris tenene, tuisve 
Mollibus ciinis; tamen in auprem& 

Pace sepnlchri 

Mox quietos inter eris quietus. 
Dormies : oh quot^ quibus sBther et lux 
Tsadiis^ und cuperent ibi qui- 

-escere tecum ! 

m 

I, petas^ infantule (quid moraris), 
Nidulum sub gramine^ qud decenti 
Bruma jam candet nive, jam modesto 

Flore rubet ver. 

Parce ! cur luctatur inops anhelo 
Spiritu pectusj trepidantque crebri in 
Ore singultus F ea signa yerd 

Nuntia mortis. 



^ See '' Third Book of Lessons, for the use of the Irish 
National Schools." DubUn, 1885. 
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Flore te vidi roseo vigentem 
Gaudii ; languore tamen doloris 
Palchrior, qudm dam roseo vigebaa 

Flore, videris. 

Palpebris jam nunc tremulis opertos 
SublevaB ad lamina viz ocellos ; 
Qni, velut pleno cyani madentes 

Bore, relncent. 

ObcuIo ridente, yagam putares 
Pauloliim in labris animam morari; 
Ceu comas inter roseas sub 89stum 

Aura Fayont. 

Eia age I exultes anima, et caducam 
Exuens camem fugias : — at, o Mors, 
Dira Mors, qusB sic yenis ut magis tu 

Alma yocanda es ! 

Gereos artus placidumque yultum 
Adspice, et puram.sine labe frontem : 
CoeUtiim certe coluit quis illud 

Adyena templum 1 
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Defleas^ mater ! lacrymea levabunt 
Pectus : ah ! sortem miseram ! — ^parentem 
Unico primoque vale supremum 

Dicere nato ! 

Heu tuum fsado dare delioatnm 
Cespiti ! cunas yacoas tueri ! 
Et silens^ quod tot resonabat olim 

Gkiudia, tectum I 

Forsan in somnis calido premes os 
Osculo : mox^ corde tumultuanti 
Excita^ ut passim dabis in yacanti 

Bracbia lecto ! 

Qu&m grayes sub pectore deinde poenas 
Perferes ; viz conscia^ donee 89gra 
Te nimis certd yideas ab omni 

Parte relictam ! 

Heu ! fatigabis gemitu piisque 
Fletibus noctem^ miseramque raptis 
Gaudiis pasces^ ayidd reyolyens ' 

Singula^ mentem. 
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Tunc erit bellos revocare mores, 
Tunc jocoB, ludiora^ fSMsetiaaque, 
Et dolos dolces pueri^ piedque 

Lumioa frontis. 

H89C juvat matorem zneminiBBe ; cujus 
Incubat sub corde sui puelli 
Inter adromnas facies, et inter 

Graudia vitsB. 

Tuque post paucos rerocabis annos 
(Tanta fert solatia tempus) isthunc. 
Sit quidem moBstft^ tamen hand molests, 

Mente, laborem. 

" O mihi spes unica I ^' saspe dices. 
Me peremiati moriens : tametsi 
Crederem vitsL potius tu» suc- 

-cumbere morti. 



€i 



Agnulum clemens Deus innocentem 
Te tulit : vindex Deus ipse pro te 
Dimicans cunctos superavit liostes, 

Teque sacravit. 
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" Ast ego, mores hominum scelestos 
Intuens, te vix queror hinc ademptum : 
Gratulor verim potiis, qu6d insons 

Longiiis absis. 

" ParvulsB quae me tenuere palmse, 
Oseulum quod me petiit tenellum, 
Haec adhuc vivo tibi nunc ut olim 

Pura fuissent ? 

^' Stilla nunc roris velut inter albam 
Clausa crystallum, resides Amoris 
In sinu ; quo fonte fluit per omnes 

Gratia gentes. 

" Et mihi, cum venerit hora mortis, 
Spiritus forsan tuus inter astra 
Primus occurret, mihi primus idem 

Dicet, aveto." 
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QUESTION I. 

A H ABE is found : our fleetest hound 
•^^- Pursues her o'er the mead ; 
She> leaping thrice while he bounds twice. 
Is sixty leaps a*head. 

Now Pussy's stride, though sorely tried. 

But half of his extends : 
So say how many leaps she takes 

Before the struggle ends f 
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QUESTION II. 

ly yr Y horse stands saddled at the door ; 
lYX rpjjQ Jay ig warm and fine : 

Oh pity I that in half-an-hour 
I must be back to dine ! 

Hark I there's the Postman I he is gone : 

But IVe a note to write. 
Pens — ^paper — ^ho I I must be quick 

To catch that nimble wight. 

Now though he steps away so fast, 

Nor waits for time or tide ; 
Four times as £Ekst as he can walk 

Methinks that I can ride. 

Remember thoughj 1 must be back 

In half-an-hour to dine : 
So tell me how much time I have 

To write this note of mine ? 

N N 
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THE TREASURE-DIGGER. 

PROM GOETHB. 

TDOOR in pocket, sick in spirit, 
^ I was tempted of the Devil : — 
Poverty's the greatest evil ! 

Riches is the greatest good 1 
So, to end my daily trouble, 

Forth I fared to dig for treasure. 
Thou shalt have my sovifar pleasure : 
And I signed it with my blood. 



Round about I traced my circles. 
Lamps myBterionsly fixing. 
Bones and herbs together mixing. 

Till the charm was ordered right. 
Then, within the spell-mark'd limit. 
And in fore-appointed measure. 
Dug I for the olden treasure. 

Black and stormy was the night. 
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Soon a glimmer in the distance 
Saw I^ coming like a star^ 
From beyond the farthest far ! 

Midnight just was looming o^er. 
Time was none for preparation : 
Presently it grew so bright 
From a bowl of sparkling lights 
Which a pretty maiden bore. 

And beneath a crown of flowers 

I could see her soft eyes beaming : 
When^ the bowl like daylight gleaming^ 
Quick she stept within my ring. 
Then to drink she kindly called me ; 

What ? thought I : This lovely maiden, 
With these gifts of Heaven laden. 
Cannot be an evil thing t 

" Drink the spring of honest living : 
Thence to learn the abomination 
Of this anxious incantation, 

Which is but the game of Hell. 
Here no more stand vainly digging : 
Moming-busmess, evemng-guest, 
WeeMay-labour, Sunday-rest, 

Henceforth be thy words of spell. 



i} 
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THE MINSTREL. 
(fkom oorrac.) 

\ ^7HAT hear I there before the gate ? 

^ ^ Who on the bridge is singing f 
Go^ fetch him in : these walls of state 

Would well with song be ringing/' 
So spake the Eong : the page he ran. 
The boy oame back : he spake again^ 

'' Bring up the old man hither/' 



" Hail, noble lords I Hail, ladies fine ! 

Oh, what a heaven of graces ! 
Like stars on stars so bright they shine ! 

Who dares to name their places f 
But in this hall of state and pride 
I must not ope my eyes so wide. 

And stare about for wonder.'' 

His eyes tum'd inward tapp'd his heart, 
And forth the heart-tones spouted : 

The ladies sigh'd in tender part. 
The lusty knights they shouted. 
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The Idng, who liked the minstrePs strain — 
*^ Go fetch him doYnx/' he cried, " a chain 
Of gold for snch good service/* 

'* give not me the chain of gold. 

But give it to that Baron 
Who foremost rides in battle bold 

And leads the dangerous war on ; 
Or give it to thy Chancellor, 
To lay it up with plenty more 

And hoard the goodly treasure. 

" For me — I sing as sings the bird 

Who lives among the bushes : 
That song itself is sweet reward 

Which from the free heart gushes. 
But if you liked that song of mine 
So reach me here a draught of wine 

In yonder golden flagon/' 

He took it up, and drank it down : 
'^ draught how sweet and pleasant ! 

O well is thee, thou happy house> 
Where such is a small present ! 

So well be thine : but think of me ; 

And thank thou God, as I thank theu. 
For all the good He giveth/* 
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ODE TO TEA. 

t 

•* Te veuieute die, te discedeute.*' 

/^^ TEA ! so fresh^ so delicately fragrant^ 
^^ So never palling^ pare and comfortable ! 
Truly thy birth-place is well named Celestial^ 

For thou dost bear 
A type of heaven graven in thy nature : 

I read it there. 

Thou art no Siren luring us to danger : 

Unlike thy sister of the sunny hillside^ 

The flaunty Vine, who pours her sparkling nectar 

Of heavenly smelly 
While in the bowl there lurks invisible 

A smack, of hell : 

» 

Pregnant of wild desire and frantic foUy^ 

And fSeury sounds that seem to chaunt our namefi 

And welcome us to brilliant enterprise ; 

While in the air 
A painted beacon tempts iis to the swamp 

Of sad Despair. ' 
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Bat Tea ! thou innocent^ that^ like a child 
Playing before us, mak'st the world look gay I 
With thee the maid may trust her forward fancy ; 

The matron sage 
May safely count with thee her oft-told reckoning 

Of bygone age* 

For thee the weakling tossing on his pillow 
With nervous longing watches in the morning : 
The tinkling cup strikes on his ear like music ; 

Thy odorous breath 
Wafbed around redeems his flagging spirit. 

As if from death. 

To me, who wander idly down life's byways, 

Thou art the spring of health and fantasy. 

So mom and evening will I court thy presence. 

To pay my vow ; 
And fondly linger at thy pleasant fountain. 

As I do now. 

Vienna, April 10, 1861. 
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IL CARNiyALE IN ROMA. 

1862. 

/^OMEnelfaoco 

^"^ L'ostriche van cantando^ quasi in giuoco, 
Mentre si torcono da sforzi strani ; 

Cosi i'Romani^ 
Con collo torto Botto il pie papale 
Ridon e giaocano nel Carnivale. 
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LA CAEITA ROMANA DA OGGI. 

1862. 

DATEMI qualche cosa, car' Signore, 
Per CaritA ! 
Oh— qualche cosa ! MogUe a casa muore. 

Iddio lo sa. 
Oh — qualche cosa per I'amor di Dio ! 
Muoron di fame i figK— e muoro anch'io. 



Ecco — ^sta cosa. Ma — doV^ pertanto 

La Caritcl ? 

Tu di bugie, ed io mi sturbo quanto : 

Iddio lo sa. 

Cosi^ ti credo teAso bindolone^ 

B tu — ^mi trovi vero semplicione. 

Di qualitd tutt' altra stare deve 

La caritcl ; 

L'amor che da, I'amor che ne riceve. 

Si dupHca. 

La grazia si riflette trai cuori. 

Come la Terra spande al Sol i fiori. 

o o 
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THE BOY DIONYSUS; 

OB^ THE BIRTH OP THB VINE. 
A BHAFSODT.' 

/^NCE, upon a bank at play, 

^^ Where the spring-flowers blossom^ gay. 

Little Dionysus lay. 

Birds were singing all around ; 
Seeds were chitting in the ground. 
As enlivened by the sound. 

Some came bursting into day 
Just where Dionysus lay, 
While he dug in childish way. 

Gardener-like, he potted one 
In the hollow of a bone 
Which a skylark once did own. 



' This story is told in " The Quarterly Beview " as a legend 
of Modem Ghreece. 
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Soon a delicate^ lively bine 
Bound the bone began to twine^ 
With a grace almost divine ! 

And it grew so quick and free^ 
In such airy harmony — 
'Twas a thing of heaven to see. 

Now^ to nurse this tender sprout^ 

Dionysus searched about 

For a bed more large and stout. 

Years agone it chanced a bear 

EjllFd a lion fighting there^ 

Crack'd his bones^ and le^fb them bare. 

Taking now a hollow bit 
Where was marrow set he it. 
Wedged with earth to make it fit. 

All anon the swelling twig 
Grew out of a dainty sprig 
Into a sapling strong and big : 

Rough joints, as in anger, stood 
Out upon the straight-run wood. 
As might serve for work of blood. 
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Dionysua^ half in pain^ 

Saw his nursling wax amain : 

So he searched about again. 

Fearing lest the monster shoot 
Should exhaust its feeble root, 
And itself be spent to boot. 

Soon an ass^G^ skull he spied : 
He had lived an ass — and died: 
Nought is known of him beside. 

Where a brain had made its home 
Now the plant is set with loam. 
Oh I of chance what wonders come I 

What was late so quick and fair 
Straightway dons a sluggard air. 
Flags and lags, and baffles care. 

Healthy buds no longer sprout : 
Barren tendrils writhe about — 
Like some busy fool in doubt. 

Home arrived, the tangled mass — 
Bones of skylark, lion, ass — 
All, he buried as it was. 
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Downward now the rootlets prick : 
Upward shoot the branches quick : 
Purple clusters gather thick. 

what beautiful bright fruit 
To have grown from such a root ! 
Wondering stood the gardener mute. 

First he thought it was a toy : 
Tasting then — oh, how the boy 
Danced and leapt and sang for joy ! 

And the days gallopp^d on ; and the sprouts shot apace. 
And they ran up the tree^ as if running a race. 
And mantled the walls with their elegant lace. 

And every year when the seasons came round 

A plentiful harvest of bunches was found. 

The more they were gathered the more to abound. 

But then Winter wore on with his clear chilly night 
And tinted the leaves with a rubicund blight. 
And shrivelled the berries — sorrowftil sight ! 

Now tho' Dionysus so relish'd the food 

That he ate it, and ate it, yet while it was good. 

He could not eat all of it, eat what he would. < 
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So what ahould he do^ the rich prize not to lose ? 
He pluclt'd it and sqneezM it for coming days' 

use^ 
And filled a big vat with the sweet gashing juice. 

Now hear a miracle in graver rhyme : 
For miracle it was in that old time^ 
When all the world was sober and sincere^ 
Unheated yet by brandy, wine, or beer : — 
Not thrice ten hours, within the brimming vat. 
The Inscions juice had lain in limpid state. 
When a fierce tumult gathered in the deep^ 
And roused the liquor &om its placid sleep. 
It seemM to travail with internal throes ; 
A seething scum upon the surface rose, — 
As some poor maniac, without a cause 
Fuming and chafing all befoams his jaws. 
Some said an angel had come down to dwell 
Within the vat — some said a fiend of hell. 
But, or from heaven or hell, thus much was clear. 
It was alive, whatever might be there. 
Then it waxM hot, whereat it seemed most plain 
It was a devil 'scaped from hell's domain. 
But when it cool'd anon, and sparkled bright. 
It seem'd an effluence of heavenly light. 
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Now Dionysus, bent on cunning deed, 

Ean to the brook, and fetched a hollow reed ; 

Which bending syphon- wise, he bored the crust. 

And with his mouth coaxed out the lively must. 

Till in the bowl, like some brave beast at bay. 

This angel-devil, devil-angel lay : 

And — like a damsel when her work is done. 

All smart and smiling in the evening sun — 

" Come, taste and toy with me,'^ it seem'd to say. 

" My kiss is sweetness ; snatch it, for you may/' 

Whereat the genial boy, with dainty lip. 

Stooped to the bowl for love, and dared to sip. 

So fresh ! so sweet ! he sipped and sippM again. 

Till all heaven opened on his heart amain. 

He seem'd as dancing with the spheres of light. 

Circling and circling on empyreal height. 

And now he felt all but supremely blest. 

When sleep descended and foreclosed the rest. 

Ten hours he lay ; then woke as from a trance. 
Nor half remembered his celestial dance. 
His sense seemed wrapt in undivided haze. 
Since first he whirled amid the starry maze ; 
But a keen memory of the luscious bowl 
FlashM on his spirit and beguiled his soul. 
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''Come, firiends!'' he cried, " come, playmates — 

brothers all ! 
I bid you come ; surrender at my call. 
I have found heaven, where gods and heroes dwell. 
And soft harmonious warblings ever swell. 
No thought of toil, of trouble, or of care ; 
When joy is sated, slumber visits there. 
No tiring journey to this land of bliss ; 
As sweet and easy as a maiden's kiss. 
Bathe but the lips in this delicious bowl. 
Heaven opens all its treasures to the soul ; 
Love — Hope — Fame — Riches, dot the landscape 

o'er. 
All within reach — '* He would have added more. 



But the neighbours came round for the wonderful treat. 
And each one decorously chose him a seat : 
No company ever so sober and neat. 

First they talk'd of the weather and such common 

things. 
Till the goblet was tasted and loosed their tongue 

strings. 
When the words flirted out on more confident wings. 
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How refreshing! how pleasant! how luscious! how 

nice ! 
No wonder the goblet was drainM in a trice ; 
And again and again was it emptied, I wis. 

And every time that the flagon went round. 
More and more did the soul of Olympus abound ; 
Till it seemM gods and heroes sat there on the ground. 

First Ephebus was moved by a spirit of renown : 

No prettier lad in the country or town ; 

Whose lip was just shaded with soft-springing down. 

He, loving the lasses, himself, and the wine. 
Seeing nothing in nature but colours divine,^ 
Tuned his throat to a ditty — half whistle, half whine. 



EPHEBUS^S SONG. 



Eros sat upon « stile. 

Cooling his azure wings ; 

Psyche passed that way the whil^. 
Musing on heavenly things, 
p p 
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She was tripping light and fidr. 
All with her thonghta astray : 

He shot arrows in the air. 
Just in his random way. 

One had well-nigh hit the maid. 
Only she swerved a bit : 
Never fear, dear girl/' he said, 
Pick it up— handle it. 






'' When thou feerst how soft it is. 
Like a fresh shoot in spring. 

Pear will yield to love, I wis ; 
Such a delicious thing I '^ 

So she took it in her hand. 
Blushing the while and coy. 

As 'twere an enchanter's wand : 
Loud whereat laugh'd the boy. 

She just then the point in proving. 
Startled by such rude din. 

Back the barb perversely shoving. 
Wounded her dainty skin. 
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O the pleasure ! O the pain 1 

Bitter-sweet, bitter-sweet. 
Sing with me and sing again, 

Bitter-sweet — bitter-sweet ! 

He smiled as he carolled, and carolFd and smiled, 
But the charm of his fancy his utterance begniled, 
And the bitter-sweet yielded to noisy and wild. 

So the lark springing upwards in merry July 
Mounts higher and higher to sing to the sky — 
Till his love-notes are hushM in the noises close by. 

'Twas then Philoneicus, a quarrelsome churl, 
His bare arm upraised with significant whirl — 
Swore he 'd murder young Eros for hurting the girl. 

But, while anger was seething so hot in his heart. 

All so jealous was he of his musical art, 

That he broke into discord, and this was his part : — 

PHILONEICUS^S SONG. 

Love be all for women. 

Men should fight and slay ; 

Come, thou man of mettle, 
Fight with me this day. 
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Slashing, crashing, scouring, 

Drive the foe a-head : 
Is a craven cowering ? 

Leave him with the dead. 

In the woods the lion 

Lords it like a king, 
Roaring, tearing, goring, 

Fighting every thing. 

What are law and reason 

But the coward's rules, 
111 for us in season. 

Fit for dupes and fools ? 

Come then, man of mettle. 

Fight with me this day : 
Love be all for women : 

Men must fight and slay. 

He paused, and grasped the circling cup, and drank 

As if to cool his choler. Then he shouted — 

" Ye Gods of Ghreece ! '^ and hurled the half-drained 

goblet 
Right at the head of young Polymachus. 
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The offended Uqiior spurted right and left. 

And now the massiye cup had maimed the boy^ 

Bnt that ApoUo^ who for grander scenes 

Would save him whole^ shot weight into the missile^ 

And it dropt short : whereat Poljmachus 

Clutched up the vessel, destined for his brow, 

And clapt it to his lips and would have drainM it — 

But — ^it was empty. '* Cursed, hollow traitor ! 

Hence to the Gods 1 " he cried, and tossed it heaven 

ward. 
To fall as tV Gods might wiU among his comrades. 
Meanwhile the spattered guests had started up. 
And wiped their juioe-stein'd brows, and swore defiance 
At Philoneicus, who with upraised arm 
Waited their onslaught. 

Neoptolemus 
Came first and aim'd a blow at his right eye, 
Which Eratostratus interpolate 
Caught on his nose;; — and in an instant, lo ! 
The twain aggressors blinked their common foe. 
And fell upon each other. 

Now the strife 
Grew feist and furious, each attacking all. 
Commingled in confusion thrice confounded ; 
And then they would have torn each other piecemeal 
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And TanishM in atomic smoke or dost. 

If not that Pallas^ who had viewed the fray 

From the near heights of old Pentelicns, 

Descending in the garb invisible 

Of sensual obfnscation^ the fierce foes 

Grasping each other's throats, relaxed their bold. 

Incapable of purpose, one by one 

Sinking to mother earth : whereon they lay 

Promiscuous — or into stertorous sleep 

Breaking insensate — or with idiot grin 

Shaming the presence of their patron goddess. 

But some were there— and where are there not 

some? — 
Fools that outfool'd plain folly, and defied 
Opinion. These, half-raised upon their elbows, 
Squinting unutterable emptiness. 
Sang, screamed, bray'd, belloVd, blurted random 

thoughts — 
If thoughts they might be called where thought was 

none 
Compact or reasonable. 

Two of all 
Survived the rest — Gryllus and Asophus : 
Gryllus of glutton youths most gluttonous, 
And Asophus th^ ungainest of th^ ungain. 
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They crawling each to each^ and grasping hands 
In bastard outburst of good fellowship 
Venting itself in mock-melodious glee. 
Like ill-match'd rowers vexing an innocent boat. 
Together sang— but not in harmony. 



GEYLLUS. 



Jolly Dionysus ! 
He 's the boy for me : 
Jolly on the mountain. 
Jolly o'er the lea ! 



ASOPHUS. 



Sing a sqng of Cecrops, 
Sing it to the sky: 
You 're a joUy fellow, 
Grylly ! so am I. 



OBTLLUS. 



Jolly Dionysus I 
Come and drink with me. 
Jolly Dionysus ! 
He 's the boy for me. 
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AflOPHUS. 

SiUy, giUy GryUy ! 
Be as wise as I. 
Sing a song of Cecrops^ 
Sing it to the sky. 

GBTLLUS. 

Jolly Dionysus ! 

ASOPHUS. 

SiUy, siUy Gryfly ! 



So dropped their utterance^ and died within them : 
And down they sank : and all the ground was strewn 
With corpses breathing but unspirited ; 
Their godlike particle shamed out and gone. 

And a pig that was passing looked on where they lay^ 
And gave some dull grunts — just as if he would say^ 
" What beasts are these bipeds V^ — and went on his way. 

But Dionysus — where was he tjie while ? 
Him Pallas marking, radiant in a glow 
Of genial mirth and hospitality. 
When order ceased to rule, upon his brain 
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Pour'd a cold draught of reason : and anon 
The muscles of his face were Umber'd up ; 
And shnflaing sideways from the noisy throng, 
Not without shame of good resolve — alas. 
That such should be so oft ! — he slunk away 
And parleyed with the skies. " O, strange to think, 
This traitor vine ! that I have nursed and trainM ; 
Whose syren juices so absorVd my sense, 
That I seemed wandering in Elysium ; 
And could have worshipped its benignant spirit. 
As of some deity invegetate : 

That this — which wantoned o^er the walls and trees, 
So like a thoughtless, lissom, innocent girl 
Who roams the fields a-flowering — should have drunk 
Such multifarious humours from one soil. 
And so disposed them in one company ; — 
Love bursting into music ! brawling strife 
Sailing in discord ! drivelling impotence 
Of purpose— folly's lowest, dullest dregs ! — 
To gather such discordant qualities 
It must have rooted downward through the earth. 
And sucked incongruous juices from all soils 
That block the mystic void 'twixt heaven and hell ! " 
Whereat his guardian Goddess twitched hia ear, — 
And as he reeled, in lucubration lost, 

QQ 
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As doubting of his path, there straightway rose 
On either side one of her handmaidens ;-» 
Mnemosyne the bright upon his left, 
And on his right the staid Sophrosyne. 
These led him home, hymning alternately. 



KNXMOSTNE. 

Hark ! the skylark heavenward sings ! 
From his breast this music springs ; 
Full of love and lovely things. 

But a lion roars hard by : 
O what strife and fighting lie 
In the marrow of his thigh ! 

Now ! what sounds so hoarse and dull 
Thump the air, like bellow of bull 
Echoed through an ass's skull f 

SOPHBOSTNX. 

As the fiftther so the son : 
As the body so the bone : 
Drink the blood, and be as one. 
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Nurses of the growing vine- 



Skylark^ lion, ass, combine 
Still to lurk within the wine. 

Sip— a skylark spars away : 
Drink — a lion roars for fray : 
Drink again — an ass shall bray. 
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VITA HOMINIS. 

OUI nunc^ Bivnle, per vias 
Exultim nitidas flails^ 
Qui flavos lapides super 
Erras^ et temerd emicas 
Inter florea gramina^ 

LascivuB velut infans ; 
Mox per strata per aspera 
DecarrenB properantior^ 
Supra saxa superbiens^ 
Hortos prsBter amabiles^ 
Dementi ruis impetu^ — 

lit prsdceps adolescens* 
Plenum deinde per alveum^ 
Visus pend quiescere^ 
Lapsu continue tamen 
Perstas; et studio gravi 
Ultrii pergis ad exitum— ut 

Tenax propositi vir. 
Tandem effosus^ uti senez 
Fracto robore et impotens^ 
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Mgre profluis^ at cit6 
Yastos Oceani in sinns, 
^temi — sine limite, 

Commiscendus inibis. 



902 



CHBISTIANUS MOBIENS AD ANIMAM 

SUAM. 

FROM POPE. 

/"\ SCINTILLA Dei, perennis ignis, 
^-^ Hoc mortale tuum relinque templum : 
Ut spero, at dubito ! tremoque et angor ! 
Oh, tristis moribundus ! Oh, beatas ! 
Quid certaminis hoc inire pergo f 
Cedam langoidua impetpemque vitom. 

Audin' f angelici chori suaurrant — 
Hue in I Spiritas, hue ! yeni ad sodalea. 
Hoc quid denique sit, quod obruit me ? 
Claudit lumina, devoratque aensus ; 
Mentem subtrahit et coercet auras ? 
Besponde, mea Yita : nonne Mors est ? 

En ! terrestria nigricant — tegnntor : 
En ! coelum ante ocnlos patet reclnsum : 
Gantu coelitnum replentor aures ! 
Discedo — O celeres parate pennas : 
Exsnrgo 1 volito ! Quid f — Dla Mortis 
Hfldc victoria f career hie Sepnlchri f 
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PHANTASIA NOCTIS IN LUCEM 

REDACTA. 

AFTER TENNYSON. 

T T MC qu&m sit moritura nostra Vita, 
-■■ ^ Attamen docet — aut dooere posaet- 
" Vita in perpetv/um vigehit usque.** 
Esto lux tenebrsa^ tenaxque mundi 
Moles pulvis et nmbra^ et omne vastum : 
Esto terra virens et igneus sol 
Formos® species^ poeta quales 
Offensft ratione^ consili expers, 
Fiiigat improbns insolentdr audax I 
Ergo nil superest mihi DeoquQ f 
Si mortalia ctincta — et ipse — fato 
^temo peritura^ cur laborem 
Inter mortoa curiosus aotor f 
Atqui non melius foret — relapsum 
Solvi continu6, yelutque ad anguem 
Pellectas volucrea inanis ^vi 
In fistuoes ruere^ atque deesae totum f 
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Veriim que mihi vox reclamat intus 
'' Haoc qu&m sit moritara nostra Vita, 
At pums, pins, innocens, honestns — 
At mitis, patiens, fidelis, squus — 
Non orn/nis moriar : manebit ultra 
Vitas nescio quidj Deo superstes/^ 
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EUTHANASIA. 

HE budded like a flower in early spring, 
*^ All redolent of hope, and J07, and love ; 

And wisdom that seemM lighted from above 

Tempered the warmth of her imagining. 

All health — but — that — ^it hardly seemM a cough : 
Yet while we knelt together, mom and even. 
It came, as knocking at the gate of Heaven: 

Till the Lord answered it, and eaid — '' Enough. 

Best while thy heart is fresh, thy fancy free; 

1 will not try thee more : come, rest with me." 
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/^NCB — as I loiter'd down life's easy way — 
^^ I saw a flower-bud opening to the air : 

And as I stood awhile and watched it there 
Its petals quite unfolded to the day^ 
And cheer'd the little comer where it lay : 

So snowy pure, so fresh, so regular, 
No thing of earth could be more heayenly fair. 
Around, the full-fed lambs were all at play : 
Then one, that looked more innocent than the rest. 

Stinting his sport, came up, as if to see. 
And cropped my flower — the brightest, loveliest — 

And swallowed it amain, despite of me. 

Pure to the pure I unsoil'd, unstainM, untrod ! 
^' Blest are the pure,'' methought, ^' and such shall see 
their God." 



A BEMEMBBANCE. 

T T is not in her last distressfol features 
-^ That she comea back to-day : 

TItongli I can ne'er forget that fitfiil damber 
From wliich she dropp'd away. 

Bnt I recall her as a bnay in&mt 

Of quick and cnrioos way ; 
And still I see her in her merry childhood, 

How she did prate and play : 

How first her yoong will cast about for knowledge 

Of all the things of earth ; 
And fetch'd them home, the finit ajid stones together, 

Fot after-proof of worth ; 

How much her native heart at once rejected — 

Unprofitable stuff I 
How much her eager spirit soon neglected — 

As profited enough. 
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How much she weighed in difficult endeavonr 

To fix for love or hate ; 
With doubt sore puzzled, but despairing never ; 

Intent to learn, though late. 

Thus, satisfying all her little fancies, 
. She cropped. the fields of earth ! 
But soon was peering in the fields of Heaven, 
Porewam'd of higher birth. 

I watched her spirit swelling in God's daylight 

With the first buds of Truth : 
I watched them grafted in her simple childhood. 

To blossom in her youth. 

Should doubt a shadow fling across the sunshine 

And cloud her face awMle, 
How quick it brighten'd at my word of comfort. 

And donnM its trusting smile ! 

Paradise ! for it was Heaven's garden — 

The spot where then I stood : 
Heaven's work was mine — ^to water such a flower, 

And train its growth to God. 



309 



Mrj^elg vstpa^ofASVOs Xiyiria — on diro tov Qbov ireipaiofiai, 

\'\TOX!'LDST thou charge the bounteous Lord of 
^ ^ nature 

That the scathing fire has wrought thee pain ? 
But thou mightat have trained it as thy creature^ 

Docile to thy use, for joy or gain. 

So the fiery passion of thy bosom. 

Deem it not a plea for bad design. 
Thou canst weld it or for good or evil : 

God's the metal — ^but the shape is thine. 



TIMOR MORTIS. 

T) AUPER, dying of starvation, 
^ Steals a loaf to break his fast : 
Dives, dying of repletion. 

Founds a church, and breathes his last. 

Fear of death, diversely prompting. 
Forces both at that dread time— 

This to vitiate a virtue, 

That to consecrate a crime. 



310 



A PHOTOGRAPH. 

O TANDING right before the eye of Heaven 
^^ Dress thy soul in truth^ and hope^ and love : 
So the Lord of light upon its tablet 
Prints His image pressing firom above. 



EPITAPH. 

•^ I "HEY lived a simple man and wife, 
-*- Content within each other blest ; 
Together shared the toils of life. 
And dropped together to their rest. 
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KNOWLEDGE. 

WITHOUT beginning— God— and without end 
Lives self-endowed^ unchanged^ nnchangeable. 
Ages flow down ; and in Time's mirror dwell 
The passing creatures that He wills to send. 
First, things of heaven, transcendent, hardly kenned 
By shortlived man ; then things of earth as well. 
Fashioned as he. These he marks capable 
Of type more excellent, as his own hand 
May foster their quick nature, subjected 
To his dominion. Why then, in the land 
Of Spirit, may not we by Him be fed — 
Him whose we are — with genial food, to grow 
In wide, wide knowledge, till Himself we know f 
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KNOWLEDGE AND LOVE. 

T T T'E dream ihat we shall rise to bla2diig Truth, 

^ ^ And see all nature in the broad day-light. 
Vain dream ! look round : the wisest men have climb'd 
Bough after bough into the tree of knowledge^ 
And earned the wage of labour and of learning : 
Yet, striring^ day by day, have never reached 
The limit of their own expansive power, 
Which they felt strong within them, till dull age 
Came darkening all the scene. — So much for know- 
ledge ! 
But Love ? — this appetence of Good, that came 
Prom God^s own home to make abode in me ? — 
Shall Love too fia.il me when my house of flesh 
Bias tumbled into ruin ? That pure essence. 
Offset of heavenly life — eternal Love — 
Came perfect out of Gt)d, and into God, 
Or with me or without me, shall return 
Immortal : with me, if I cling to it 
E'en to the end ; and with it too such knowledge 
As I have trained to be its handmaiden. 
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To serre its wants^ and minister its will^ 

In this my tenement of self on earthy — 

Such knowledge^ which is Wisdom^ leaves it not : 

But blent in one the twain conspire in me^ 

And still grow on together though I die— 

The spirit of my self, inured to Kve, 

And drink new life at Lovers eternal Spring. 



s s 
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THE SCEPTIC. 

T T is a sad and humbling thought— ^ 

^ That Man^ who vaunts himself supreme^ 

May seem to hug an idle dream^ 
And find his own the lowest lot ! 

To do the will of Him who gave 
My all of power to will and do^ 
Albeit I strive and struggle so^ 

What have I done, from birth to grave ? 

I see the mangel and the maize. 
Subservient to their Maker's skill. 
Elaborate his bounteous will, 

Nor claim for self a share of praise. 

I mark the tulip and the rose. 

Whose proper hues and fragrance vie 
In glory with the air and sky. 

In lowly confidence repose. 



THE SCEPTIC. 

Birds, &shefl, beasta — in air, sea, land. 
Summer and winter, night and day, 
Obedient work their certain way 

Od tramroads laid by God's own hand. 

Mistmstiiig Man must prove hia path ; 
Wonld not rebel — ^will not obey : 
So donbts his stumy hour away 

To &11 njiripe in antnmii>matli. 



r 
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AUGUSTINB AND THE BEGGAR. 

/^NCE Augustine (as he Bays)— 
^^ Walking still in worldly ways. 
Bent on riches, power and place, 

Striving in his inner thought 

Where dark science should be sought, 

Glory for himself be wrought — 

Saw a Beggar fiill of mirth. 
Singing, careless of his berth 
On the uncomfortable earth. 

" What I ^' he cried : " while I must strain 
Heart and mind with toil and pain 
What is best in Hfe to gain. 



" Here's a man, unkempt, untaught. 
Setting. all my ways at naught, 
Reaping joy without a thought ! 
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Such to gain, my life I spend : 
All my aspirations tend — 
Whither, but to this one end ? 



^^ Happiness I What could I more ? 
Fame, wealth, knowledge> but the door 
Opening on this precious store. 

'* All I strive for he has got ! 
— ^Would I then forego my lot. 
Changing with this happy sot ? 

^' Nay : I would not be as he— 
All so happy though he be : 
Such a prize were trash to me. 

'* Happiness ? — ^it shifts in kind 
Up and down the scale of mind : 
E'en as Truth is seen defined. 

''Truth, which lives with G-od alone. 
In His works is dimly shown ; 
In His will is fully known. 

'' All His works are true : but man. 
Living for so brief a span. 
Dies ere he can mark their plan. 
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'^ So I take me to His will : 
Truth is there existent stilly 
All my cravings to fulfil. 

" Bnt His will — what is it ? where 
Can I fix that form of air f 
Senses — ^reason — ^both despair. 

'' Blind, imaginative Man . . 
Beats abont in vain^ to scan 
God's nncolonr'd^ simple plan : 

" Painted over by the poet — 
Garbled as the sage would show it— 
YHio can see it f who can know it f 

'' But a record^ it is said^ 

Has been kept, and may be read : 

How primeval man was made 

'^ In his Maker's image bright ; 
Fumish'd with an inner sight 
To discern eternal Light : 

" Free of action, set to climb 
Up the difficult slope of Time, 
Spite of changing soil and clime. 
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'^ I have studied in the schools ; 
Work'd with rhetorician's tools. 
Measured truth by logic rules— 

'' All to waste ! The Master's art 
Batters at the head : apart — 
Light, it enters at the heart ! 

'' There, if man in Heaven's sight 
Steadfisist stand, the Lord of light 
Prints his likeness pure and bright. 

'' God's own image shadow'd there. 
Should it meet congenial fare. 
Dons the robe that angels wear. 

'' How the heavenly embryon 
Warms to truth and love anon. 
Till the twain are blent in one, 

'' And the 'prenticed will grows bold : 
New ideas their forms unfold ; 
New resolves drive out the old. 

'' Then the soul embraces wholly 
That same Word as true and holy 
Which before was merely folly : 
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" And God's image grown in me 
Ifeedfl not onter sense to see 
His eternal myatery. 

" Oodward I, as homeward, press : 
Him to know and Him to bless — 
This, this is happiness I " 
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AUGUSTINUS ET MONICA. 

*' Ad ostia Tiberina colloquiam de regno ooBlomm, im- 
minente die quo ex hac vitfi erat exitara." — Confess, Lib. ix. 
c. X. 6< seq. 

AUGUSTINUS. 

T^ERBA nitet^ tepet aura^ arridet pontus ! at inter 
-^ Tu tot in Itali& dulcia^ Mater, abis ? 

MONICA. 

O Fill, matri gratissime ! — dulcia sunto : 
Extera mi patria est : dolcins ire domum. 

AUGUSTINUS. 

Omne solum forti patiiam esse accepimus : atqui 
Et patria aBgrotaB, et vile domus dominaB. 

MONICA. 

Attamen edgrotsd patria et domus ultima restat : 
Esto— quod est hodie : spes mea— crds quod erit. 

AUGUSTINUS. 

Pax tibi crds sit, et alma quies : tamen aegrotanti 
Nil nisi crudeli Yita labore dabit. 

MONICA. 

At Mors ? — non sensu cognovimus, aut concepit 
Cor— Deus instaurat gaudia quanta suis I 

T T 
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AUGUSTINUS. 

Proh ! Deu8 — immensus ! Deus omnipotena ! 89temas 1 
Quid sit homo^ qui se jactitet ante Deum ? 

MONICA. 

Qui tamen infanttbn laudem perfecit in ore. 
Me precor in gremio contegat lUe suo. 

AUGUSTINUS. 

lUe regit renovatque, et in Illo vita aalusque : 
Sin abeat — superest quod fuit ante nihil. 

MONICA. 

Quin superest Deus usque : Hie primus et ultimus : 
Idem 
Qui viget ^temus, nee fuit aut erit — ^est. 

AUGUSTINUS. 

At Deus est unus — Deus undique circumsistens : 
Omne quod Hunc extra est credimus esse nihil. 

MONICA. 

Sentio me esse aliquid — quod spes docet esse futurum 
Ultima confirmat spem mihi certa fides. 



Arrtffg TTTiiffTTi wu nnPTiTR^ ymaaar^ via»: 
LuctBCor tastia 'ixmnis iistiisa :fBU. 

XmaycnatZLS iuunu. iivmu njuinrm w. Aoiurs, 
Arciec «igDcuaca .^amft flimr^ Demn. : 

Laccsuair— fiaiL shuxcb^ si& ' 'XTTnutsiB nrz^it; 
iTTiiritTO rtrmtiMTg^ uTTmscsk zxmdhsa. 



.>..,-. — .. cuzzL 'leExximns amruai} TOunmitt 



Dfidsfr ScL, SceflaSr Lazuh:^ — oris Aacixnr 4«fi * 
5cBCK» ^Txac otS t»7i — ^ Pu&sr ! «eif r^a^r * ' 






Fons ei origo Bom ! per Te dedncene Vem& 
Poflmmns, et haoem cemer^ luce toi. 
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AUGUSTINUS ET MONICA. 



AUGUSTIKUS. 

utmam prsBBens poteremus cemere Yerum I 
Umbra Dei coiim cemitur^ Ipse procul. 

MONICA.' 

VividuB expectat divinum spiritus ictum ; 
Ignis ut in silice, aut in pice flamma, latens. 

AUGUSTINUS. 

Qnin sileant voces — absit res extera — sensus 
Deficiant : — Superest vivere ! — Quidne valet ? 

MONICA. 

At Dens intemns snperest. Mihi vita remotis 
EhB:temia — quid ? ni me comitem ire Deo ? 

Haec tn pollicitus Verbo, Pater : accipe nostras 
Primitias animsB quas tibi reddit amor. 



" Monica defectum animsB passa est, et paululum subtracta 
a presentibus."' — Confess, lib. ix. c. xi. 
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